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DE  LUCKY  GARCON 

DE  summer  an'  de  fall  are  pas', 
De  fros'  an'  snow  she's  come  at  las' 

An'  froze  heem  up  de  lac. 
I  hitch  mon  chouval  on  ol'  burleau, 
An'  go  mak'  call  Rosie  Juneau, 

Ma  bes'  respec'  to  mak'. 
I  tie  mon  chouval  out  on  de  shed, 
Wit'  rope  dats  pass  behin'  hees  head, 

An'  buffalo  on  hees  back. 
Den  pass  mase'f  on  kitchen  door, 
De  sam'  I  do  each  wick  before 

Two  tam,  an'  dats  a  fac'. 


De  ol'  man  sit  me  down  on  chair, 
An'  smoke  wit'  me  some  good  cigar — 

Cos'  five  cents  each  for  two. 
He  say  hees  famme  was  on  de  bed. 
Sick  on  stummack,  an'  sore  on  head- 
He's  fraid  she's  ketch  de  "flu". 
So  I  ax  Rosie  she'll  lak  to  go 
Tak'  drive  wit'  me  on  ol'  burleau, 

Down  on  de  parish  Hall, 
Were  ev'ry  mont'  dey  mak'  concert, 
De  boy  an'  girl  can  come  an'  flirt — 
Sure  dats  no  harm  at  all. 


DE  LUCKY  GARCON 

Some  tarn  dey  mak'  de  leetle  song, 
An'  spik  some  piece,  dont  took  too  long, 

Den  we  clear  heem  off  de  floor. 
Bateese  Labarge  tune  hees  fidelle, 
De  call  off  man  commence  to  yell 

Salute  an'  swing  some  more; 
Away  we  go,  an'  shake  de  feet, 
We  dance  two  hour,  'fore  tak'  our  seat — 

Cant  tire  dem  girl  at  all. 
It's  all  "shashay"  an'  "circle  four". 
Den  tak'  your  girl  an'  swing  encore, 

Dats  how  dat  feller  call. 

But  dis  night,  Joe  Groulx  dats  work  on  town, 
Was  ax  some  frien'  to  commin'  down 

For  help  de  fun  along. 
Dere's  four  young  man's  you  call  "Quartette", 
Can  sing  de  bes'  you  dont  hear  yet, 

All  kin'  of  funny  song. 
An'  ev'ry  tam  we  shout  encore 
An'  stamp  de  feet  upon  de  floor, 

Dey  come  again  an'  sing. 
If  you  are  dere,  you  say  wit'  me, 
Dats  bes'  musique  on  whole  countree, 

No  matter  who  dey  bring. 

One  beeg  feller  was  sing  so  low, 
I  t' ought  ma  fadder's  ol'  toro 

Was  broke  heem  off  de  fiel'. 
An'  nudder  one  was  sing  so  high, 
Lak  ax  some  one  up  on  de  sky, 

"Bon  jour!"  an'  how  he  feel. 


DE  LUCKY  GARCON 

But  den  we  see  dere's  not'ing  wrong, 
Dats  only  place  dere  on  de  song, 

For  get  us  all  excite, 
An'  soon  you  t'ink  debird  was  sing, 
Lak  w'en  de  Rossignol  on  Spring 

Was  see  de  mornin'  light. 

An'  90  de  hour  pass  quickly  by, 
De  moon  was  climb  up  on  de  sky, 

She's  tam  for  go  chenous. 
On  ol'  burleau  I  place  Rosie, 
I  wrap  her  up  so  warm,  cosy. 

She  say,  "dats  nice  for  you". 
But  I  am  say,  "for  nices'  girl 
I  never  see  on  all  de  worl' 

I'm  glad  do  dat  each  day. 
Jus  geev  me  chance,  I  prove  dat  sure 
Unless  you  love  Xevier  Latour, 

De  way  some  peoples  say." 

Den  Rosie  blush  an'  hide  de  face, 
So  I  tak'  a  chance,  an'  have  a  tas' 

Of  lips  so  red  an'  sweet. 
An'  all  de  res'  of  way  to  home 
Mon  chouval  was  drive  hees  se'f  alone, 

An'  he  dont  go  "ba  vite". 
You  cant  tol'  me  somet'ing  more  gran* 
Dan  drive  bes'  girl,  an'  hoi'  her  han' 

W'en  she  have  tol'  you,  "yes", 
An'  even  if  you  kiss  her  twice, 
De  nex'  one  always  seem  more  nice, 

W'en  her  head  lie  on  your  ches'. 


DE  LUCKY  GARCON 

At  firs'  de  ol'  man  say,  "Bidou, 

You  know  yourse'f  she's  too  good  for  you 

You  ought  to  be  ashame'. 
But  if  she  love  you  lak  you  say, 
Dere's  no  use  for  me  sen'  you  away — 

She  love  you  jus'  de  same. 
We're  gettin'  ol'  an'  she's  de  las'. 
Our  tam  for  work  was  almos'  pas' 

So  I  tol'  you  w'at  I  do. 
If  you  will  come  work  here  wit*  me, 
Nex'  spring  I  let  you  hot'  mariee', 

An'  geev  de  farm  to  you." 

Dat  mak'  me  smile  bot'  side  ma  mout , 
For  if  you  look  on  Nort'  or  Sout', 

Cant  fin'  a  farm  so  good. 
Two  bonder  acre  you  can  plough. 
Tree  team  of  horse  an'  twenty  cow, 

An'  plain  tee  winter  wood. 
So  lucky  man  I  never  see, 
I'm  boss  beeg  farm  an'  have  Rosie, 

I  wont  change  wit'  de  King. 
For  if  I  work  de  bes'  I  can. 
Some  day  I'm  sure  to  be  rich  man, 

An'  can  buy  mos'  anyt'ing. 


DE  GREAT  WAR 

WELL  'Poleon, — I  jus'  got  back 
From  pas'  on  Montreal. 
De  people's  dere  are  so  excite — 

Cant  talk  beez-nesse  at  all. 
Talk  all  about  de  awful  war — 
De  German  try  lick  France, 
She  want  do  sam'  she  do  before, 
I  f  she  can  get  de  chance. 

Dat's  long  tam  dey  buil'  beeg  battleship. 

An'  try  get  mos'  soldier  man, 
I  t'ink  dey  have  five  t'ousand  gun. 

An'  lots  of  shell  on  han'. 
Dey  say,  de  tam  for  mak'  de  strike 

Is  w'en  no  one  she's  look — 
W^en  de  res'  get  plaintee  troub'  at  home, 

(Dey  read  dat  on  de  book.) 

An'  so  de  Kaiser  t'ink  hese'f, 

"Ba  gosh,  I  got  good  chance, 
De  H' Irish  fight  it  wit'  hese'f, 

De  Scotchman  got  no  pan's. 
I  lick  de  Frenchman  purty  quick 

Before  de  Russian  come. 
I  bos'  de  worl'  in  bout  tree  mont' — 

Watch  out:  I  mak'  t'ings  hum". 
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He  say,  **I  pass  on  Belgium, 

Lak  cross  de  cornor  lot" 
But  wait  a  bit,  dat  Belgium  man, 

He  mak'  it  purty  hot. 
He  say,  "mebbe  I'm  only  small 

An'  nevair  mak'  beeg  shout. 
Can't  walk  on  me  jus'  how  you  lak, 

Prenze  Garde,  I  t'row  you  h'out". 

But  dough  dey  put  it  up  good  scrap 

An'  fight  lak  mountain  cat, 
Dose  German,  bonder  tam  as  beeg, 

Dey  cant  do  moche  lak  dat. 
But  England  spik  it  up,  an'  say, 

*'Ba  jove,  dont  get  too  gay. 
We  spen'  las'  cent  we  got,  for  see 

Dat  Belgium  get  fair  play". 

Den  de  H' Irish  say  "Ba  japer. 

We're  glad  have  fight  galore, 
We  go  an'  lick  dem  sauerkraut  firs'. 

Den  come  back  an'  fight  some  more". 
Dats  mak'  me  t'ink  of  Paul  Labarge — 

Got  drunk,  an'  beat  hees  wife, 
We  stop  heem,  but  "1' enfant",  dat  famme, 

Was  chase  us  wit'  a  knife. 

An'  so  de  Frenchman  mus'  feel  glad. 

No  fear  los'  Paris  now, 
An'  German  man  get  beeg  surprise 

To  have  so  beeg  a  row. 


DE  GREAT  WAR 

But  w'en  dey  hear  dat  Canadaw, 

Was  join  de  scrap  also, 
Dey  mus'  feel  fraid  enough  to  die — 

De're  bes'  soldier  dat  dey  know. 

I'm  only  poor  ol'  habitant, 

An'  dont  got  moche  1' argent, 
For  w'en  I'm  young,  I  ack  lak  foo — 

Drink  too  much  "w'iskey  blanc". 
But  I  have  got  four  fin'  beeg  boy, 

Each  weigh  two  honder  poun'. 
Can  shoot,  an'  ride,  an'  not  afraid 

Of  not'ing  walk  de  groun'. 


We  love  dose  boy,  ma  famme  an'  me, 

De're  de  only  t'ing  we  own. 
But  if  de  King  was  need  dem 

We  try  get  on  alone. 
So  tol'  de  King,  "dont  be  afraid. 

For  help  dose  Belgium  man. 
Jus'  sen'  for  Wilfred  Laurier 

An'  ten  t'ousand  Canayen". 


LEETLE  BOY  SCOUT 

Y\  T^HO'S  mak'  de  noise,  ev'ry  tarn  of  de  day, 
^^    Lak  he  haven't  got  not'ing  to  do  but  play 
An'  mak'  de  fun,  lak  de  leetle  sheep, 
From  de  tam  he  wake,  till  hees  go  to  sleep, 
An'  he  walk  troo  de  mud,  if  she's  six  inch  deep: — 
Dat  "leetle  boy  scout". 

But  w'en  hees  hear  de  bugle  blow, 
Dat  sof  toot,  toot,  you  will  see  heem  go 
Lak  de  leetle  dog,  w'en  you  scrape  de  pan,     ' 
Or  de  homer  pigeon,  off  your  han'. 
Jus'  try  to  stop  heem,  if  you  can — 
Dat  "leetle  boy  scout". 

Den  he  line  up  wit'  de  nudder  scout, 
Wit'  hees  chin  up  high,  an'  hees  ches'  stuck  out, 
Lak  a  bantam  chick,  w'en  he  want  to  fight, 
An'  he  move  hees  feet,  wit'  de  right,  lef ,  right, 
An'  you  see  each  button  is  fas' en  tight — 
On  dat  "leetle  boy  scout". 

An'  you  say,  w'ats  de  reason  hees  dress  lak  dat. 
Wit'  hees  small  cutteau,  an'  de  nice  stiff  hat. 
An'  play  de  bugle  an'  de  drum  also. 
An'  learn  more  t'ing  den  us  ol'  man  know 
If  we  leev  for  hon'er  year  or  so — 
Dat  "leetle  boy  scout". 
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LEETLE  BOY  SCOUT 

Well!  I  tol'  you  de  reason  very  soon, 
So  you  can  look  wise,  lak  de  man  on  de  moon. 
Do  you  t'ink  dose  boy  get  sma't  lak  dat. 
An'  nevair  play  hookey,  or  tease  de  cat, 
An*  always  wipe  hees  feet  on  de  mat  — 
Dat  "leetle  boy  scout"? 

Wit' out  some  one  wit'  de  lovin'  han' 
Dats  gentle  yet  strong ;  you  know  de  man, 
Hees  got  de  heart  lak  de  beeg  bull  moose. 
For  de  boy  dats  mean,  hees  got  no  use. 
An'  if  he  get  heem  once,  he  dont  soon  get  loose- 
Dat  "leetle  boy  scout". 

I  often  sit  an'  watch  dem  dere, 
Dey  love  heem  more  dan  de're  ol'  granpere. 
Dey  gadder  roun'  an'  hoi'  hees  han' 
An'  tell  heem  how  dey  would  lak  to  stan'     - 
Tall  lak  heem,  w'en  dey  come  beeg  man, 
Dat  "leetle  boy  scout". 

Den  he  say,  "ma  boy, — dats  no  use  grow  tall, 
Lak  de  beeg  pine  tree,  no  use  at  all, 
If  you  dont  grow  straight,  an'  reach  de  han' 
An'  geev  de  help  to  nudder  man — 
An'  do  kin'  t'ing  each  tam  you  can— 
'Leetle  boy  scout' ". 

But  leetle  boy  scout,  you  are  not  alone. 
For  all  aroun'  in  ev'ry  home — 
Ev'ry  one  of  hees  parish  wide — 
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Has  got  de  love,  lak  de  ocean  tide, 
An'  we  all  grow  bettair  side  by  side- 
"Leetle  boy  scout". 


An'  w'at  we  want  w'en  we  come  to  die, 
Is  not  some  one  to  mak'  de  cry, 
But  w'ile  our  frien'  are  sitting  dere, 
He  tak'  our  ban'  an'  say  de  prayer 
To  our  "Bon  Dieu"  who  always  care 
For  "leetle  boy  scout". 


VIVE  LE  CONSCRIPTION 

T  'M  leev  on  province  of  Kebeck, 

-'■   Not  far  from  Montreal, 

Am  raise  my  farailee  on  de  farm — 

We  dont  get  moche  news  at  all. 
But  I  am  always  ax  my  chum 

Dats  kep  pos'  office  store, 
"How's  go  de  war,  which  side  was  win?' 

He  say,  **dey  fight  galore". 

We  get  de  paper  ev'ry  day — 

I  can't  read  dat  myse'f, 
But  he  was  geev  us  all  de  news 

Before  place  on  de  shelf, 
'Bout  dem  feller  fight  in  France 

For  kep  dis  countree  free, 
An'  how  dey  lick  dose  German  man, 

At  Verdun  an'  Ypres. 

But  las'  wick  I  get  a  beeg  surprise, 

I  can't  believe  my  ear, 
I  feel  so  shame,  don't  lak  to  tell — 

'Bout  all  de  tings  I  hear. 
He  read  dat  w'en  de  Goverment, 

Are  try  to  mak'  de  law. 
For  get  young  feller  go  inks' 

Dey  mak'  de  beeg  hurraw. 
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One  feller  call  "Armand  Lavergne" 
Some  tam  mak'  speech  an'  say : 

"Wat  right  have  England  got  for  tak' 
Our  bes'  young  man  away?" 

I  guess  he  nevair  read  las'  week 
In  paper,  call  de  Star, 

'Bout  how  dem  German  sink  de  ship- 
Wit'  sick  soldier  from  de  war. 

Dats  mak'  me  feel  so  mad  myse'f 

I  jomp  upon  de  floor, 
An'  say  "Sapre,  geev  me  one  gun", 

Den  I  jomp  again  some  more. 
"Ba  gosh",  if  I  was  twenty  year — 

Before  get  mariee, 
I  go  so  quick,  can't  see  my  dus' — 

I  keel  six  German  ev'ry  day. 

For  dis  is  countree  w'ere  I'm  born — 

De  sam'  ma  fadder  was, 
Dats  tam  ol'  Queen  Victoriaw 

Was  mak'  de  firs'  class  laws. 
An*  now  her  grandson  got  de  job — 

He's  be  a  good  man  too — 
We  have  no  beez-nesse  mak'  de  row 

At  t'ing  he  ax  us  do. 

I  hear  ma  fadder  tol'  storee 
'Bout  how  Frenchman  can  fight. 

(His  fadder  fight  wit'  'Poleon) 
Can't  never  mak'  dem  fright. 


LE  CONSCRIPTION 


13 


But  now,  young  feller  leev  on  town, 
Are  'fraid  to  leev  hees  girl — 

Tm  sure  dere  not  so  very  scarce, 
Dere's  plaintee  on  de  worl'. 

I'm  'fraid  ma  frien'  w'en  war  was  done- 

An'  soldier  all  come  back, 
Us  Habitant  will  feel  so  small 

Could  crawl  in  leetle  crack, 
W'en  we  should  be  de  very  firs' 

To  fight  for  dis  countree, 
An'  also  help  de  ol'  Belle  France 

Try  get  dose  province  free. 


Some  one  should  go  on  Parliment, 

To  Wilfred  Laurier. 
An'  tor  heem,  Canadaw  will  follow, 

If  he  will  show  de  way. 
An'  mak'  de  name  of  Canayen 

Be  one  we're  proud  to  know, 
An'  sen'  more  men  from  ol'  Kebeck 

Dan  from  Ontario. 
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SPRING 

^yOU  always  have  feelin'  w'at  you  call  "on  de 

-*"  bone", 

Dat  you  want  to  beskippin'  w'ere  ever  you're  goin' — 
An'  you  whistle  an'  sing,  w'en  you  are  alone — 
On  de  Spring. 

De  leetle  moutin  trow  hees  tail  on  de  air, 

He  have  plaintee  good  grass,  so  he  dont  have  to 

care. 
An'  de  cow  use  hees  tongue  for  combin'  hees  hair — 
On  de  Spring. 

On  de  yard  de  ol'  hen  was  singin'  de  song, 
Lak  she  tol'  you  dere's  fresh  h'egg  before  very  long, 
An'  'way  up  above,  de  wil'  goose  was  "hong,  hong" — 
On  de  Spring. 

De  leetle  osieau  dats  got  de  red  bres' 
Was  sing  on  de  mornin'  lak  he  might  bus'  hees  ches'. 
An'  spen'  all  de  day,  tryin'  buil'  heem  de  nes' — 
On  de  Spring. 


De  mus'rat  was  leavin'  hees  home  on  de  crik. 
You  see  de  wil'  duck  fiyin'  nort'  veree  quick. 
An'  maybe  your  ketchin  some  sucker  nex'  wik- 
On  de  Spring. 
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SPRING 

Down  on  de  pon'  de  small  bull  frog  was  sing, 
De  beeg  one  say  "gromp" — he  mus'  be  de  king, 
An*  your  scratchin'  de  place  w'ere  de  miss-kitty 
sting — 

On  de  Spring. 

De  young  man's  come  home  from  de  shaintee  encore, 
An'  you're  sure  dere  twice  beeger  dan  dey  were 

before. 
De  mudder  she  say,  **dey  cant  go  'way  no  more" — 
On  de  Spring. 

An'  de  girl  mus'  be  gettin'  de  fancy  chapeau, 
Else  how  you  expectin'  dey  ketch  heem  de  beau, 
For  some  day,  dey  want  to  get  mariee  also — 
On  de  Spring. 

I  t'ink  dat  dis  feelin'  mus'  be  naturell. 
Since  de  cow  an'  de  sheep,  an'  de  belle  fee  as  well, 
Are  want  fix  dem-se'f  so  dey  lookin'  so  swell — 
On  de  Spring. 

**Le  Bon  Dieu,"  hes'se'f  mus'  put  dat  on  de  air, 
Mak'  ev'ryt'ing  t'ink  dey  are  betair  by  pair, 
So  mebbe  nex'  year,  will  be  plaintee  more  dere — 
On  de  Spring. 
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DE  OL'  BLIND  JOSEPH 

DAT  was  'bout  fifty  year  ago,  w'en  I  was  leetle 
boy, 
'Bout  ten  or  twelve  year  ol',  an'  full  wit'  dance 

an'  joy, 
I  lak  for  chase  de  hen  aroun'  for  ketch  heem  lay 

de  egg, 
Or  mak'  de  small  cat  chase  hees  tail,  or  de  pup 
sit  up  an'  beg. 


But   I'm  goin'   tol'   you  storee,   'bout  ol'  Joseph 

Larbarge, 
Was  leevin'  near  ma  fadder's  place,  in  house  not 

very  large; 
De  people  say,  he  no  look  good,  dats  'cos  he  los' 

hees  h'eye. 
He  have  small  boy  for  lead  heem  roun',  dats  job 

I  dont  want  try. 

Joseph  was  pas'  from  house  to  house,  for  beg  some- 

t'ing  for  eat. 
Some  place  he  go  he  get  somet'ing,  mos'  place  he 

get  well  treat. 
Still  jus'  de  same  dats  not  nice  job,  for  lead  aroun' 

dat  man, 
I  say,  if  he  was  h'ask  me  go,  I  run  so  quick  I  can. 
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DE  OL'  BLIND  JOSEPH  17 

So  you  mus'  guess  how  mad  I  feel,  vv'en  one  fine 

Sunday  night, 
Wen    I    am   walk  out    wit'    mon   pere,    for   keep 

our  mussel  right. 
We  pass  de  shack  w'ere  Joseph  leev,  an'  soon  he 

hear  our  step. 
He  shout,   "Hello,  who  pass  it  dere?"  my  fadder 

say  "arette". 

Den  Joseph  say,   "M'sicu    Choquette,   I'm    in  de 

awful  fix, 
My  boy  Phillip  was  hurt  hees  foot,  it  swell  so  beeg 

lak  six, 
An'  so  he  cant  go  out  at  all  for  pick  me  out  de  road, 
An'  carry  home  de  basket,  w'en  we  fill  it  up  de  load". 

My   fadder  hees  got  tender  heart,   an'   say   "my 

dear  Joseph 
I  wish  I  was  'bout  sixteen  year,  I  go  wit'  you  mase'f, 
But  wait;  I  never  t'ink  of  dat,  heres  my  small  boy 

Antoine, 
Hees  purty  smart,  all'dough  hees  small,  I  t'ink  he 

take  you  fine". 

Ba  gosh,  I  never  get  so  scare,  an'  I  was  mad  also, 
Dats  tak'  me  over  haf  a  day,  Joseph  was  walk 

so  slow. 
But  I  cant  say  not' ting  w'at  I   t'ink,  before  ma 

fadder' s  face. 
Or  he  might  geev  me  box  de  ear,  dats  nearly  broke 

ma  face. 
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But   I   was  say   inside  ma  head,  "arette  Joseph, 

arette, 
Mebbe  you  t'ink  you  strike  it  fine,  but  I'm  get 

even  yet, 
I  t'ink  you'll  wish  you  ha^l  your  boy,  to  lead  you 

up  de  track, 
You'll  feel  jus'  lak  de  teacher  do  w'en  he  sit  on 

de  tack". 

On  Monday  morning,  'bout  seex  o'clock,  ma  fadder 

call  to  me, 
"Antoine,  get  up  an'  shake  yourse'f  an'  get  a  cup 

of  tea, 
For  you  mus'  go  wit'  ol'  Joseph  for  pick  heem  out 

de  road. 
Be  sure  you  geev  heem  h'easy  place,  an'  help  heem 

tak'  de  load". 

I  was  so  mad,  w'en  I  get  up,  I  nevair  eat  a  bite. 
So  w'en  I  get  to  Joseph's  place,   I  draw  ma  belt 

in  tight, 
Dats  mak'  me  look  jus'  lak  a  wasp,  w'en  he  wake 

up  in  Spring, 
De  only  t'ing  w'at  mak'   me  mad,   was,    I   dont 

have  de  sting. 

For  ol'  Joseph  was  still  in  bed: — he  say  "Hello, 

Antoine, 
I  want  you  comb  ma  w'iskers,  dey  feel  lak  binder 

twine. 
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An'  feed  de  hen,  an'  tree,  four  cat,  an'  leetle  dog 

also. 
An'  w'en  I  get  my  breakfas'  I  t'ink  dat  we  will  go". 

Of  course  I  dont  say  not'ing  den,  but  I  was  t'ink 

a  lot, 
Mebbe  I  dont  get  too  moche  brain,  but  I  use  de 

one  I  got, 
An'  so  I  t'ink  of  leetle  trick  for  play  on  ol'  Joseph, 
W'en  we  are  walk  along  de  road,  an'  I  t'ink  I  dont 

get  lef. 

Soon  we  are  call  at  ev'ry  house,  w'ere  Joseph  he 

was  beg, 
He  say  "Madam,  I'm  poor  ol'  man,  w'at  nearly 

los'  hees  leg. 
An'   I  am  blin'  an'  cannot  work,  so  please  geev 

somet'ing  to  me, 
An'   I'll  pray  dat  you  get  nice  warm  place,  w'en 

you  go  de  nex'  contree". 

Mos'  ev'ry  one  geev  somiCt'ing,   for  help  de  poor 

ol'   man, 
De're  nearly  all  poor  peop'   but  dey  do  de  bes' 

dey  can. 
Some  geev  half  a  loaf  of  bread,  some  geev  a  few 

potack, 
Till  ma  basket  get  so  heavy  she  nearly  broke  ma 

back. 
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An'  all  de  tarn  I  walk  along  an'  carry  heavy  load, 
I  get  myse'f  so  hongry  could  nearly  eat  de  road, 
Till  at  one  place  we  mak'  de  call,  jus'  near  de  dinner 

tarn, 
De  ol'  Madam   mak'    H' Irish  stew,   ba  gosh  dat 

was  smell  fine. 

She  say  "Hello,  Joseph,  dats  long  tam  you  did'nt 

come, 
I  jus'  was  mak'  de  bread  to-day,   I  t'ink  I  geev 

you  some". 
So  she  was  geev  small  loaf  of  bread,  she  only  got 

two  lef, 
She  also  put  a  small  pancake,  but  she  dont  tol' 

Joseph. 

I  suppose  she  t'ink  dat  mak'    surprise  for  Joseph 

w'en  hees  home. 
But  I  am  start  for  eat  dat  cake,  so  soon  we  are 

alone.  c 

Was  mos'  bes'  t'ing  I  never  tas',  was  tender  lak 

snowflake, 
But  Joseph  sneef  hees  nose  an'  say,  "I  t'ink  I  smell 

pancake". 

I  say  "Joseph,  dats  'bout  enough,  you  are  so  greedy 

man, 
If  you  were  get  de  whole  worl'  you  get  nudder 

if  you  can". 
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But  prenze  garde,  here's  some  man  work,  for  tear 

it  up  de  road, 
An  Joseph  lif  his  feet  so  high,  lak  girl  was  walk 

on  toad. 

I  lead  Joseph  to  side  of  road  w'ere  ditch  was  not 

so  wide. 
An'   I  was  place  hecm  w'ere  beeg  tree  was  on  de 

udder  side. 
I   say  "Joseph  you  have  to  jomp,    I  t'ink   'bout 

half  a  mile". 
I  t'ink  w'en  Joseph  hit  dat  tree,  he  dont  feel  moche 

lak  smile. 

Den  Joseph  feel  aroun'  lak  dis,  wit'  hees  big  walk- 
ing stick, 

1  say  "w'en  I  am  geev  de  word,  you  mus'  jomp 
very  quick" 

An*  den  w'en  all  was  ready,  I  say,  "now  Joseph, 
jomp", 

An'  Joseph  mak'  an  awful  spring,  an'  hit  dat  tree, 
kerplunk. 

Of  course,  Joseph  fall  on  de  ditch,  hees  nose  was 

almos'  flat, 
De  ditch  it  was  so  narrow,   his   feet  come  near 

hees  hat, 
I  say  "Joseph  you  look  to  me,  lak  man  was  on  de 

spree, 
^'our  so  quick  to  smell  de  pancake,  why  you  did'nt 

smell  de  tree". 
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or  Joseph  yell  lak  beeg  cochon,  an'  say  "I'm  sure 

come  dead", 
He  was  so  fat,  was  almos'  bus', he  always  get  well  fed. 
Den  I  ronne  home  lak  leetle  dog  wit'  can  tie  on 

hees  tail, 
I  run  so  fas'  lak  express  train,  w'en  she  was  tak' 

de  mail. 

First  t'ing  de  men  pull  Joseph  out,  den  go  an'  tell 

mon  pere, 
I  t'ink  myse'f  I  gon'  come  dead,  de  way  he  tear 

hees  hair. 
He  say  "i  mus'  be  crazee  man,   for  raise  a  boy 

lak  dat. 
He  mak'  more  troub'   in  one  day,  dan  sixty-tree 

tomcat". 

But  den'  my  mudder  she  was  say,  "now  Domineque, 

arette. 
Don't  get  yourse'f  so  mad  lak  dat,  he  be  a  good 

man  yet. 
You  know  de  tam  so  long  ago,   w'en  you  were 

small  garcon. 
You  steal  ma  fadder '  s  apples,  an'  hide  dem  in  de  straw" . 

Dat's  mak'  mon  pere  begin  for  smile,  I  know  I'm 

allright  den, 
I  shout  Hooraw!     I  get  de  chance  for  have  some 

fonne  again. 
But  dough  I'm  gettin'  ol'  man  now,  an'  not  moch^ 

pleasure  lef, 
I  always  smile,  w'  en  I  am  t  ■  k  of  dat  ol'  blind  Joseph. 
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DATS  true  ma  frien',  I  travel  roun' 
From  Kebeck  to  Michigan, 
An  leev  for  w'ile  on  Chicago  town, 

An'  shaintee,  two,  tree  tam. 
I  hear  de  ,chime  on  plaintee  tower. 

An'  dey  all  soun'  very  well, 
But  ma  ear  was  always  wish  for  hear 
Dat  good  ol'  Cyrville  Bell. 

For  twenty  year  I  stay  at  home, 

Work  garden  wit'  mon  pere. 
But  I  am  not  content  myse'f — 

We  dont  have  moche  pleasure  dere. 
I  hear  dats  better  chance  on  Wes' 

For  mak'  beau-coupe  d' argent, 
An'  den  come  back,  get  mariee, 

An'  leeve  on  grande  maison. 

So  I  want  go,  ba  vite,  right  off, 

I  mus'  be  dere  by  fall — 
Wen  I  mak'  de  min'  up  go  some  place, 

Dont  want  to  wait  at  all. 
I  buy  de  second  class  tiquette 

An'  pas'  on  train  nex'  day, 
I  spik  goodbye  to  ev'ry  one, 

I'm  sure  I'm  gone  for  stay. 

23 
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I  fin'  a  job  on  prairie  farm 

Wit   man  leeve  all  alone, 
I  learn  to  drive  de  four  horse  team, 

Two  w'ite  one,  an'  two  roan. 
He  pay  for  sure,  tree  dollar  day, 

Dat  farmer  eat  me  too, 
I'll  have  so  moche  w'en  job  was  done 

I  be  rich,  I  can  tol'  you. 

An'  work  dont  hurt  young  feller  moche, 

Dats  only  mak'  heem  tough, 
I'll  soon  come  beeg  lak  ol'  Lavigne 

If  I  stay  dere  long  enough. 
An'  I  can  follow  binder  man, 

Dont  care  how  fas'  he  go. 
An'  stook  de  sheaf,  de  nice  you  please, 

All  place  on  nice  straight  row. 

Dats  go  allright,  for  'bout  one  mont'. 

Wile  ev'ryt'ing  was  new, 
But  den  I  get  so  lonesome 

I  dont  know  w'at  to  do. 
Dey  ax  me,  "w'ats  de  mattair 

You  dont  look  veree  well." 
I  say  "ma  frien',  I  long  for  hear 

Dat  good  ol'  Cyrville  Bell". 

But  dough  I  know  dats  foolish  t'ing 

For  grow  up  man  to  say. 
No  use — I  cant  work  longer  dere, 

Dont  care  how  beeg  de  pay. 
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At  night  I  lie  an'  lissen  har', 
Dat  bell   I   want  to  hear — 

I  see  ol'  home  an'  moder, 
An'  wish  dat  dey  were  near. 

An'  so  I  t'ink  dat  mebbe  so 

De  State  be  bettair  place, 
I  spen'  one  winter  on  shaintee, 

But  fin'  dats  not  de  case. 
For  even  w'en  de  wil'est  storm 

Was  blow,  an'  pine  tree  fell, 
I  seem  to  hear  lak  phantom  soun' 

De  musique  from  dat  bell. 

An*  w'en  once  more  de  spring  was  come, 

I  cant  wait  for  de  drive, 
But  start  right  off  for  Chicago 

An'  I'm  glad  w'en  I  arrive. 
I  nevair  t'ought  so  many  peop' 

Was  in  whole  worl'  at  all, 
I'm  almos'  'fraid  walk  on  de  street, 

I  feel  so  veree  small. 


Dats  easy  place  for  get  aquaint, 

I  soon  have  lots  of  frien', 
An'  dey  are  never  far  away 

W'en  I  have  1' argent  to  spen'. 
An'  ev'ry  w'ere  you  turn  yourse'f 

Dere's  place  for  sell  de  beer, 
An'  plaintee  feller  drink  wit'  you 

Till  your  head  she's  feel  in*  queer. 
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De  Yankee  man  some  tam  mak'  boas' 

Dat  five  year  leev  on  State, 
Mak'  ev'ry  one  be  Yankee  too, 

Wen  he  dont  get  start  too  late. 
An'  libertee  "a  la  'Merican" 

Is  somet'ing  good  for  see, 
But  here  at  home  on  Canadaw, 

We  also  have  libertee. 

So  one  Sunday  morning  on  de  Spring 

Wen  I  am  dere  ten  year, 
Wit  two,  tree  chum,  I  tak'  a  walk 

Out  pas'  de  ol'  lak'  pier. 
I  hear  across  de  water 

Some  countree  church  bell  ring, 
Dere  come  one  wave  of  memoree 

Dats  bring  back  ev'ryt'ing. 

No  one  can  hoi'  me  affer  dat, 

Somet'ing  was  call  me  sure, 
You  cant  forget  de  folks  at  home 

No  matter  if  de're  poor. 
An'  strange,  dough  I  so  near  forgot, 

I'm  mos'  ashame'  to  tell, 
It  all  came  back  lak  reever  flood, 

By  de  musique  of  dat  bell. 

An'  so  I  am  chenous  once  more. 
An'  I  dont  go  'way  again, 

I  have  some  monee  lay  away 
Dats  good  for  day  she's  rain. 
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On  Sunday  I  mus'  go  to  church, 
Dats  right,  I  know  it  well, 

She's  tol'  me  so,  each  tarn  she  ring — 
Dat  good  ol'  Cyrville  Bell. 

Dats  long  tarn  now  I'm  marine. 

Wit'  girl  kip  village  store, 
De  bell  was  ask  wit'  nice  kling-klang. 

Why  I  dont  do  dat  before. 
An'  now  I'm  more  dan  sixty  year, 

An'  raise  beeg  familee. 
We  have  de  blessin'  from  dat  bell, 

More  happy  ev'ry  day. 


An'  den  at  las'  w'en  "le  Bon  Dieu", 

Was  call  us  home  for  stay, 
De  bell  will  toll  so  sad  an'  slow 

So  soon  we  pas'  away. 
An'  you  fancy  some  good  spirit 

(W'en  de  tones  dey  rise  an'  swell) 
Are  watch,  an'  kep  dis  village, 

An'  spik  to  us,  troo  dat  bell. 


How  Marie's  '^Garcon''  Enlisted 

TD  ONJOUR  M'sieu,  you  want  to  hear 
^-^     De  reason  I'm  inlis', 
An'  wear  de  puttee  on  de  leg 

An'  watch  upon  de  wris'. 
Well !  I  can  tole  you  queek,  right  off. 

Before  dis  ship  was  sail, 
We  jus'  wait  for  de  pilot  now 

An'  pick  heem  up  de  mail. 

Las'  spring  my  age  was  twenty  year, 

I'm  work  ma  fader's  place, 
An'  I  am  glad  dat  I  can  grow 

Small  moustache  on  ma  face. 
I  feel  mase'f  I'm  strong  enough 

To  work  wit'  any  man, 
An'  if  he's  want  do  more  dan  me 

He  mus'  work  de  har'  he  can. 

My  chum  was  often  spik  wit'  me 

W'en  all  de  chore  was  done. 
An'  we  climb  beeg  hill  behin'  caban 

To  watch  de  settin'  sun. 
*Bout  news  we  read  on  paper 

Of  war  dey  have  in  France, 
An'  wish  dat  we  could  go  dere  too. 

If  we  can  got  de  chance. 
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Of  course  our  moder's  scare  for  us, 

Dere  'fraid  we  try  to  go, 
An'  soon  our  fader's  tol'  us  straight 

W^en  we  are  ax  dem, — no! 
But  jus'  de  sam'  we  bote  feel  shame 

For  go  an'  spark  de  girl — 
Dey  seem  to  t'ink  dat  soldier  boy 

Was  bes'  t'ing  on  de  worl'. 

Dere's  one  girl  leev  near  St.  Remi, 

De  one  I  spark  for  keep. 
I  t'ink  she  lak  me  very  well 

But  I  am  feelin'  cheap. 
W^en  she  was  say,  "mon  chore  garcon, 

I  fin*  dat  fonny  t'ing 
Dat  all  de  boy  I  know  but  you 

Are  go  fight  for  de  King. 

"You  mus'  have  change  since  go  to  schcx)!, 

Because,  dat  tam  you  fight 
Wit'  ev'ry  boy  was  look  at  me. 

You  lick  one  mos'  ev'ry  night, 
An'  I  was  feel  so  very  proud 

Because  you  lak  me  so — 
But  now,  de  girl  was  jelous  den 

Wont  hardly  say  'Hello'. 

"Dey  all  get  letter,  only  me. 

From  soldier  over  dere, 
On  Sunday  morning  at  de  Mass 

Dem  girl  was  put  on  air. 
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So  if  you  dont  go  for  enlis' 

An'  try  for  do  your  part, 
You  cant  come  on  ma  place  for  spark, 

Aldough  dats  break  ma  heart." 

Ba  gosh,  dat  mak'  me  scratch  ma  head, 

Wat  can  I  do  for  sure, 
I'm  'fraid  de  broken  heart  she  got, 

Some  noder  feller  cure. 
An'  so  dat  night,  I  tole  mon  pere, 

Dats  no  use — I  have  to  go. 
I'll  stay  for  help  put  in  de  crop 

For  'bout  a  week  or  so. 

An'  den  I  pass  on  Montreal 

For  fin'  recruitin'  man, 
I  lak  to  get  new  uniform 

De  quickes'  w'at  I  can. 
But  I  fin'  dat  I  mus'  wait  for  w'ile — 

I'm  not  de  firs'  one  dere. 
We  all  line  up  before  dat  room 

Lak  sheep  at  countree  fair. 

Den  at  las'  ma  turn  was  come 

To  mak'  de  gran'  parade 
Before  de  docter  waitin'  dere — 

You  bet  I'm  feel  in'  'fraid. 
Dey  mak'  me  jomp  aroun'  de  floor, 

Dey  punch  me  on  de  ches', 
I  tought  dey  turn  me  inside  out 

Before  dey  tak'  a  res'. 
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You'd  t'ink  I'm  firs'  class  trotter  horse, 

Dey  look  into  ma  teet', 
But  I  am  gettin'  mad  mase'f 

Wen  dey  look  me  on  de  feet. 
I  say  **I  got  no  ringbone  on  ma  toe, 

No  spavin  on  ma  knee, 
I'm  sure  de  lamper  or  de  heave 

Was  never  bodder  me". 

Dey  smile,  an'  write  upon  ma  ches', 

An'  on  de  back  also. 
But  w'at  dat  mean,  or  w'at  she's  for, 

I'm  sure  dat  I  dont  know. 
But  I  guess  dey  mus'  be  satisfy 

I'm  good  enough  for  do, 
Dey  geeve  me  firs'  class  stificate 

Dats  w'at  you  call,  A-2. 

I  get  order  for  ma  uniform, 

Dey  fix  me  up — "toute  suite", 
Jus'  lak  dem  noder  soldier  man, 

Wit   blanket  an'  good  kit. 
An  geev  me  leave,  to  say  goodbye 

To  moder  an'  ma  girl. 
I  feel  so  gran'  in  ma  new  clothes 

You  t'ink  I  own  de  worl'. 


I  go  firs'  night,  w'en  I  get  home, 

For  see  mon  belle  Marie, 
She's  shy,  an'  blush  lak  garden  rose. 

An'  cant  tak'  her  eye  off  me. 
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She  say  "ma  heart  was  in  ma  t'roat, 

I  feel  so  proud  for  you. 
I  am  so  glad,  an'  scare  also, 

I  dont  know  w'at  to  do". 

Den  I  am  go  an'  took  her  han', 

An'  sit  down  by  her — so. 
I'm  keep  ma  arm  aroun'  her  wais' 

Until  dats  tam  to  go. 
She  mak'  de  promise  wait  for  me 

Until  de  war  was  done. 
An'  never  look  at  feller,  sure. 

Not  even  jus'  for  fun. 

Nex'  day  ma  fader  shave  hise'f. 

Hitch  up  de  trotter  mare, 
For  drive  wit'  me  on  railway  track 

To  station  St.  Casaire. 
Ma  moder  cry  an'  hoi'  me  tight, 

Lak  I  was  small  garcon. 
An*  I  see  ma  fader  wipe  hees  eye 

On  sleeve  hees  Mackinaw. 

An'  I  can  tole  you  dis  mase'f, 

Dere's  beeg  lump  on  ma  t'roat. 
But  I  mus'  ack  lak  soldier  man, 

Wen  I  am  wear  dis  coat. 
So  I  was  jomp  into  buggee, 

Pick  up  de  lines  an'  whip, 
Dats  leave  ma  fader  ope'  de  gate 

An'  steady  up  de  lip. 
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But  w'en  we  spik  goodbye  at  train, 

He  say  "mon  chere  garcon, 
Remember  you  are  Canayen, 

An'  son  of  habitant. 
Do  your  possible  to  win  de  war, 

Shoot  dem  German  on  de  ches', 
An'  if  you're  spare  to  come  back  home, 

Le  Bon  Dieu!    He  knows  bes"\ 

Well,  at  Valcartier,  we  are  stay 

Two  mont'  for  learn  de  drill, 
I  f  we  dont  know  bes'  way  to  fight 

We  soon  are  gettin'  kill. 
But  I  am  laugh  at  city  dude, 

Seem  scare  to  hurt  hees  han', 
For  me  dat  work  she's  jus'  lak  play, 

I  get  fat  to  beat  de  ban'. 

An'  shoot;  well  dat's  mos'  easy  t'ing 

I  never  saw  before, 
Jus'  lak  I'm  kid  at  home  on  farm, 

Try  shoot  at  beeg  barn  door. 
I  get  firs'  prize  for  sure  right  off, 

Mak'  dem  bulls-eye  so  quick, 
I  learn  do  dat,  I'm  shoot  de  duck 

Down  on  ol'  Castor  crik. 

At  las'  dey  t'ink  we're  train  enough, 

We  know  our  work  firs'  class. 
Know  how  salute  de  officer 

W'en  ever  dey  are  pas'. 
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An'  we  can  sleep  on  rubber  sheet 

Jus'  lak  on  fedder  tick — 
You  be  surprise  how  sma't  we  get 

Wit'  ev'ry  kin'  of  trick — 

We  tak'  de  train  for  ol'  Kebeck, 

But  stay  jus'  day  or  two, 
Beeg  crowd  of  peep  w'ere  stan'  on  street 

W'en  we  are  marchin'  troo. 
Dey  clap  de  han'  an'  mak'  de  cheer 

An'  wave  de  flag  also, 
De  nice  French  girl  are  smile  at  us 

Mos'  ev'ry  place  we  go. 

An'  den  we  come  on  dis  beeg  ship, 

De  las'  goodbye  we  say, 
I'm  sure  we're  not  all  comin'  back 

De  sam'  we  go  away. 
But  I'm  not  soree  dat  I'm  here, 

I'd  do  de  sam'  again. 
An'  nudder  feller  dont  go  too 

Should  always  feel  ashame*. 

So  goodbye  dear  ol'  Canada w, 

Goodbye  to  ol'  Kebeck, 
An'  "Au  Revoir"  ma  belle  Marie, 

I  salute  you  from  dis  deck. 
For  if  de  girls  w'ere  all  lak  you 

De  war  would  soon  be  won, 
For  Canadaw  you  know  yourse'f 

Can  lick  mos'  anyone. 


DE  NEW  AUTOMOBILE 

ONE  tarn  dis  spring  jus'  two  mont'  ago, 
I  ride  one  bycique,  but  she  tak'  me  so  slow, 
Dat  all  nudder  feller  wit'  automobile 
Pass  me  lak  I'm  plowhorse,  dats  work  on  de  fiel'. 

One  day  w'en  I'm  pass  myse'f  on  de  town 
Dats  call  H'Ottawa,  an'  lookin'  all  roun' 
For  have  leetle  pleasure,  before  home  I  go. 
Ma  frien'  tak'  me  out  see  de  beeg  auto  show. 

I  have  leetle  I'argent,  dat  I  get  w'en  I  sell 
Piece  of  Ian'  on  de  railroad,  he  know  dat  very  well. 
He  say,  "yo^^  ol'  plug  only  good  draw  de  cart, 
W'en  you  spark  de  nice  girl,  you  mus'  drive  some- 
t'ing  smart". 

Le  "Enfant",  dats  firs'  tam  I  was  see  so  moche  style, 
De  way  dem  girl  dressin'  was  sure  mak'  me  smile. 
De're  face  have  de  paint,  lak  de  side  of  ma  shed, 
An'  wit'  all  kin'  of  bird  on  de  top  of  hees  head. 

Dere  dress  was  so  short,  de  cloth  mus'  be  scarce, 
An'  some  was  ol'  girl,  an'  dat  mak'  it  worse. 
Dey  wear  leetle  vail,  only  down  pas'  dere  eye, 
Mak'  dem  look  lak  a  spider,  dats  try  ketch  de  fly. 
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But  dose  automobile,  de'res  'bout  twenty  kin', 
Ma  frien'  say  to  me,  "look  aroun'  till  you  fin' 
De  one  you  would  lak,  an'  den  we  can  see, 
How  fas'  she  can  go,  an'  de  price  she  will  be". 

So  I  lissen  to  each  man  has  got  one  for  sell, 
If  you  believe  w'at  he  say,  his  machine  go  so  swell 
Dat  all  you  have  do,  was  to  jomp  on  de  seat 
An'  go  lak  two-forty,  by  jus'  press  your  feet. 

But  w'en  we  are  askin'  de  price  of  dat  car, 
He  scare  me  enough,  mak  me  go  on  de  war. 
Dats  almos'  so  moche  lak  I  pay  for  ma  farm, 
An'  also  I  t'ink  ev'ry  cow  on  ma  barn. 

I  spik  wit'  ma  frien',  "ba  gosh  Joe  Duford, 
Tak  me  out  of  dis,"  but  he's  sayin'  "w'at  for? 
You  dont  have  to  buy  dat  beeg  limousine, 
Dats  only  for  feller  was  riche  lak  de  Queen. 

*'Jus'  come  down  wit'  me  to  some  of  dose  plass, 
Dey  have  secon'  hand  car,  I  am  sure  was  firs'  class, 
Dats  mak'  good  as  new,  an'  run  lak  de  bird, 
I  get  you  good  barg'in,  jus'  you  tak'  ma  word". 

Dey  got  one  nice  car,  mebbe  runnin'  two  year, 
We  look  at  de  engin',  de  tire  an'  de  gear. 
Ma  frien'  say  to  me  "dats  de  bes'  chances  yet, 
You  bettair  tak'  dis  one,  she's  de  good  Chevrolette". 
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So  I  pay  heem  de  price,  four  bonder  saw-buck, 
An'  drink  glass  of  gin,  jus'  to  geev  de  good  luck. 
He  tak'  us  aroun'  for  a  w'ile  on  back  street, 
An'  show  me  de  way  use  ma  han'  an'  ma  feet. 

An'  den  very  soon  we  are  say  **Au  revoir". 
An'  startin'  for  home,  down  de  road  pas'  mon  frere, 
She's  goin'  firs'  class,  till  we  come  to  beeg  hill, 
For  dats  only  tree  hen,  an'  one  dog  I  am  keel. 

At  de  foot  of  de  hill,  1  forgot  change  de  gear, 
An'  put  on  de  speed,  so  I'm  feel  very  queer, 
Wen  ma  good  Chevrolette  was  choke,  an'  she  stop. 
An'  me,  I  am  only  half  way  on  de  top. 

She  start  for  slide  back,  so  I  press  lak  de  fool. 
Firs'  on  de  brake,  den  grab  de  bag  wit'  de  tool, 
An'  I  try  keep  heem  straight,  so  she  stay  on  de  track. 
But  its  har'  to  do  dat,  wit'  no  eye  on  ma  back. 

An'  jus'  at  dat  tam  mon  frere  Joe  Alfred 

Come  along,  an'  he  laugh  lak  he  might  split  hees 

head. 
He  say,  "Wait  aw'ile  till  I  hitch  up  ma  two  steer, 
Dey  draw  you  all-right,  wit'-out  change  dere  gear". 

I  t'row  de  car  on  low  gear,  an'  w'en  1  try  heem  once 

more. 
Pass  on  top,  jus'  lak  not'ing  you  dont  see  before. 
Den  I'm  drivin'  ma  brudder  right  home  on  hees 

place. 
Was  makin'  heem  smile,  on  hot'  side  of  hees  face. 
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For  'bout  week  or  so,  I  have  troub'  lak  dat, 
Some  tarn  I  kill  chicken,  some  tam  only  cat. 
One  tam  she  was  tryin'  climb  up  on  a  tree. 
She  was  jompin'  aroun'  lak  she  go  on  de  spree. 

But  now  she's  allright,  only  buy  gasoline, 
I  get  me  five  gallon,  cos'  two  seventeen. 
An'  one  quart  of  oil,  maybe  lastin'  two  wick, 
An'  I  wash  heem  each  night,  by  de  side  of  de  crik. 

And  now  you  should  see  me  slide'on  de/oad — 
Ma  potack  was  all  plant,  an'  ma  oat  was  all  sowed, 
An'  I  tak  out  ma  frien'  for  geev  dem  a  w'irl, 
Dey  all  smile  at  me  now,  dose  leetle  French  girl. 

Dere's  one  I  am  seein',  but  she  was  so  shy 
She  dont  spik  very  moche  but  jus'  smile  wit'  her  eye, 
An'  nex'  Sunday  she  promise  drive  wit'  me  alone, 
I'll  ask  her  mariee  before  we  get  home. 

An'  if  she  say  yes,  an'  we  get  mariee  some  day, 
Dats  mak'  me  so  happy,  how  moche  I  cant  say. 
An'  I'll  kick  up  ma  heel  lak  de  colt  on  de  fiel', 
I'm  so  glad  dat  I  buy  her  ma  automobile. 


DE  GOOD  OL'  CANOE 

MOS'  e'vry  one  lak  have  de  pleasure, 
An'  dere's  lots  of  t'ings  you  can  do, 
But  me,  I  jus'  guess,  I  was  lak  it  de  bes' 
Tak'  a  trip,  in  ma  ol'  bark  canoe. 

In  de  mornin'  w'en  sun  was  jus'  risin', 

An'  de  mis'  on  de  reever  was  lie. 
You  can  paddle  ten  mile,  an'  dats  jus'  mak'  you 
smile, 

You  feel  lak  you  almos'  could  fly. 

If  you  want  ketch  de  pike  on  de  reever, 
Or  de  bass  on  de  pool,  w'en  dere  shy, 

Wats  de  use  tak'  de  boat,  dem  fish  hear  you  float, 
An'  I'm  sure  de' res  no  use  for  to  try. 

But  wit'  de  canoe,  an'  good  paddle. 
You  can  glide  lak  a  duck  on  de  lak', 

An'  you  soon  get  a  bite,  an'  den  feel  heem  fight, 
Dere's  no  end  to  de  fish  you  can  tak'. 

An'  w'en  you  are  want  please  your  girl, 
Dere's  no  way  you  can  do  dat's  so  sure. 

As  to  tak'  her  some  night,  w'en  de  moon  was  shine 
bright. 
No  matter  she's  rich  or  she's  poor. 
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Even  me,  dough  I'm  ol'  an'  not  han'some, 
Some  nice  girl  go  wit'  me  leetle  trip, 

If  I  put  dem  in  right,  dey  might  squeeze  ma  han 
tight, 
An'  if  its  dark,  mebbe  kiss  on  de  lip. 

So  boys,  tak'  advice  of  ol'  farmer, 

If  your  girl  she  is  pretty  an'  shy, 
Jus'  buy  one  canoe  an'  min'  w'at  you  do. 

You  might  get  de  nice  wife,  bye  an  bye. 


De  Boy  Stan*  on  de  Burnin'  Deck 


Old  John  Bateese  Le  Clair  had  been  down  to  the  little 
village  school-house  to  hear  the  annual  closing  exercises  of 
the  school  children.  Among  the  songs  and  recitations  which 
he  heard,  little  Johnnie  Jones  recited  "Casabianca".  After 
his  return  home  his  wife,  who  had  been  unable  to  attend  the 
concert,  asked  him  to  try  to  recite  to  her  one  of  the  pieces. 
So  this  is  how  he  did  it: 


"T^E  boy  Stan'  on  de  burnin'  deck, 
■L^    Ba  gosh,  she  sure  come  hot, 
De  res'  are  'fraid  dat  boat  bus'  up, 

An'  dey  don't  lak  get  caught. 
But  dat  garcon  was  say,  **Ba  non, 

I  kep  ma  place  right  here, 
Dats  order  of  de  Captinne, 

If  I  go  he  t'ink  dats  queer". 

An'  soon  de  fire  was  burn  so  har' 

Ketch  powder  magazine, 
An'  of  dat  ship,  an'  small  garcon, 

Dere  not'ing  more  was  seen. 
For  wit'  a  burs'  of  tunder  soun', 

Dat  boy,  oh!  w'ere  he  go?  oh!  w'ere  he  go' 
I  t'ink  mase'f  wit'  start  he  got 

He's  bonder  mile  or  so. 
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When  I  Spark  de  Nice  Girl 

1am  spark  wit'  nice  girl  by  de  nam'  of  Marie, 
She's  rouge  on  de  cheek  an'  she's  always  jolie, 
She  love  me  so  well,  lak  I  love  her  me  too, 
So  I'm  feelin'  so  glad,  more  den  I  can  toF  you. 

I  am  sure  its  near  tarn  I  am  get  mariee  now", 
I've  t'ree  heads  of  a  horse,  an'  six  heads  of  a  cow, 
An'  ma  fader  mak'  promise  giv'  me  ten  acre  farm, 
An'  small  log  caban,  dat  will  be  nice  an'  warm. 

For  de  honeymoon  trip  we  will  go  Montreal, 
I've  fifty  dollar  cash  money,  but  we  wont  spen' it  all, 
We  go  up  on  de  mountain,  mebbe  see  some  nice  show. 
An'  we'll  walk  han'  in  han'  ev'ry  place  dat  we  go. 

Some  tam  de  ol'  peoples  try  to  mak'  us  believe, 
To  stay  single  is  better,  den  dey  laugh  on  dere  sleeve, 
For  dey  know  w'en  young  feller  get  dat  on  hees  head 
Dere's  not'ing  can  stop  heem,  unless  he  come  dead. 

An'  why  dey  talk  dat  way,  I  don't  know  for  sure. 
To  get  mariee  is  bes'  for  de  rich  or  de  poor. 
For  if  ma  ol'  fader  had  been  so  moche  afraid,- 
I  wouldn't  be  here,  an'  he'd  still  be  an  ol'  maid. 
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Some  Leetle  Word  on  de  Habitant 

T^ID  you  ever  notice,  mon  chere  garcon, 
-■—^  All  de  word  dat  we're  speakin'  us  habitant, 
Dats  all  in  de  kin'  of  expression  you  got, 
Some  tarn  dey  mean  not'ing,  some  tam  a  lot? 

Supose  you  are  spark  wit'  de  nice  leetle  girl, 
An'  you  say,  "I  love  you  de  bes'  on  de  worl', 
Let  me  mak'  your  pere,  ma  fader-in-law  ?" 
She  was  turn  up  hees  nose,  an'  say  *'Ba  non". 

But  look  on  de  difference  on  dis  leetle  word, 
Dats  de  nicest  t'ing  you  never  was  heard, 
Wen  you  are  askin'  her  down  on  your  knee, 
"Will  you  mariee?"  an'  she's  sayin',  *'Ba  oui". 

An'  w'en  she's  ten  year  dat  you  come  mariee. 
Some  tam  dats  de  difference  word  you  are  say, 
She  ask  for  few  dollar,  yes  some  tam  mebbe  tree, 
You  get  mad  yourse'f,  an'  your  sayin'  "Sapre". 

An'  den  w'en  some  tam  you  are  feelin'  so  gay. 
An'  spendin'  de  price  of  two  load  of  hay, 
You  get  de  beeg  head  an'  you  los'  ev'ry  soo, 
Den  you  say  wit'  yourse'f,  "I  am  de  beeg  foo'  ". 
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Some  small  garcon  dey  t'ink  dey  was  smart, 
Wen  de're  learn  in'  bad  word,  oh  dats  easy  to  start, 
An'  hees  laughin'  so  har'  nearly  fall  on  hees  back, 
At  de  t'ing  teacher  say,  w'en  he  sit  on  de  tack. 

An'  so  ma  dear  frien',  if  you  are  habitant. 
An'  mebbe  your  mariee,  an'  have  some  garcon, 
You  ought  to  be  careful  de  t'ings  dat  you  spik, 
An'  never  say  bad  word,  dey  are  learn  very  quick. 

So  dat  w'en  you  know  you  are  troo  wit'  dis  life, 
An'  you  say  "Au  Revoir"  to  your  children  and  wife, 
W'en  de  pries'  geev  de  blessin'  an'  hoi'  de  han'  tight, 
You  go  out  wit'  a  smile,  for  you  know  its  allright. 
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DE  BYCIQUE  GASOLINE 

(The  motor  cycle) 

MA  younges'  boy,  Joe,  have  a  job  on  de  Soo, 
He's  work  dere  two  year,  dats  more  I  can  do, 
Den  he  write  to  hees  sister,  **Mon  chere  Josephine, 
I  buy  me  las*  wick  one  bycique  gasoline. 

"I  come  home  nex'  T'ursday  if  she  don't  rain  too 

moche, 
Ma  frien'  spik  wit'  me,  'better  buy  you  two  crutch, 
An'  mak'  your  insurance,  w'en  you  ride^dat  machine*, 
She  can  kick  lak  t'ree  mule,  dat  bycique  gasoline". 

*'Le  Enfant",  I  am  scare,  might  mak*  hisse'f  dead, 
If  he  ronne  on  de  ditch,  an'  fall  off  on  hees  head, 
So  I  work  on  de  garden  an'  mebbe  I'm  seein', 
W'en  he  come  on  de  road  wit'  dat  bycique  gasoline. 

At  las'  on  de  hill  dats  mebbe  two  mile, 

I  see  leetle  dus',  he  don't  come  for  aw'ile. 

But,  "whiz  bang"  somet'ing  pass  lak  a  puff  of  de 

win', 
She  near  broke  de  gate  pos'  dat  bycique  gasoline. 

"Ba  gosh!  I  am  say,  dat  can't  be  ma  son, 
Dats  comin'  so  fas'  lak  hees  shoot  from  a  gun, 
I  say,  "ma  poor  boy  mus'  be  crazy  on  hees  bean, 
W'en  he  buy  t'ing  lak  dat  bycique  gasoline." 
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He  come  up  on  de  house  lak  a  rabbit  dats  scare, 
De  moder  an'  res*  of  de  chil'ren  are  dere, 
An'  he  pass  dem  so  close  dey  near  jomp  off  dere  skin, 
But  she  stop  at  de  shed,  dat  bycique  gasoline. 

Well  ba  golly!  I'm  never  see  man  dress  lak  dat, 
He's  wearin'  de  back  on  de  front  of  hees  hat, 
An'  hees  got  two  beeg  eye,  look  lak  dey  are  green, 
Dats  tak'  queer  kin'  of  clothes  for  bycique  gasoline. 

We  tak'  heem  on  de  house  an'  ask  heem  de  news, 
Wile  hees  eatin'  de  dinner  of  good  H' Irish  stews. 
But  he  can't  talk  at  all  of  de  fin'  t'ings  he  has  seen, 
Only  how  fas'  she  can  go,  dat  bycique  gasoline. 

An'  of  course  dats  plaintee  excitement  we  show. 
We  ax  heem  tak'  us  out,  let  us  see  how  she  go. 
So  he  jomp  on  de  seat,  turn  hees  feet  till  dey  spin, 
Mak'  noise  lak  machine  gun;  dat  bycique  gasoline. 

De  cat,  w'en  she  hear  dat  noise,  she  was  jomp 
On  de  top  of  de  fence,  wit'  hees  back  all  come  hump. 
An'  de  dog  he  was  ronne  lak  hees  seein'  a  fien', 
Dey  are  sure  dey  are  shoot  by  dat  bycique  gasoline. 

Carlo  put  hees  tail  so  far  underneat'. 
She  stick  out  in  front,  he  might  ketch  wit'  hees  teet', 
But  at  las'  Joe  got  start  down  de  road  lak  de  win', 
An'  mak'  disapearance  on  dat  bycique  gasoline. 
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De  nex'  week  he  was  buy  w'at  you  call  de  side-car, 
An'  tak'  me  for  a  drive,  but  he  don't  go  too  far, 
I  got  so  surprise,  run  like  limousine. 
Now  dey  all  want  to  ride  on  dat  bycique  gasoline. 

You  know  Phil.  Lecompt  dats  leeve  near  ma  place, 
He's  got  de  long  w'iskers  come  down  pas'  hees  wais', 
Hees  wife  come  malade  (I  t'ink  dats  t'orteen) 
He  want  go  for  doctor,  on  de  bycique  gasoline. 

Joe  mak'  wink  at  me,  an'  t'row  me  de  laugh, 
An'  tak'  heem  so  fas'  can't  count  polegraf, 
Phil,  say,  **I  don't  care  if  ma  wife  have  six  twin, 
You  don't  ketch  me  again  on  dat  bycique  gasoline". 

One  man  dey  are  meet  tol'   Phil,  after,  "ba  heck, 
Dats  queer  place  wear  de  w'isker  on  de  back  of  de 

neck, 
Dey  part  on  de  middle  an'  flap  on  de  win',  , 
Mak'  look  lak  a  tail  for  bycique  gasoline*'. 

But  now,  Joe  has  gone  back  to  hees  job  on  de  Soo, 
An'  lef  us  so  lonesome,  don't  know  w'at  to  do, 
W^en  we  want  go  some  place  I  got  tak'  ma  team, 
But  dere  not  in  same  class,  wit'  bycique  gasoline. 

I  t'ink  on  de  Spring,  I  get  one  for  de  farm. 
An'  ma  ol'  trotter  mare  can  stop  on  de  barn, 
Mebbe  I  can  feex  heem,  so  I'm  plantin'  ma  bean, 
An*  go  for  de  cow,  on  de  bycique  gasoline. 


.     DE  CITY  COUNCIL 

T  'M  only  poor  ol'  habitant,  wit'  not  moche  educate, 
■■■  I  leev  on  Rue  St.  Patrick,  nine  bonder  sixty-eigbt, 
I  bave  a  famme,  an'  nine  garcon,  also  four  petite 

fils. 
By  de  tarn  I   feed  all  dose  each  day,   I  mak'  de 

hustle  me. 

I  always  leev  on  farm  myse'f,  way  up  de  Gatineau, 
An'  shaintee  on  de  winter  tam,  until  two  year  ago, 
I  bus'  ma  foot  on  two  beeg  log,  w'en  I  come  down 

de  drive. 
So  I  get  a  job  wit'J.R.  Booth,  two  dollar  sixty-five. 

Ev'ry  night  w'en  I  get  home,  I  eat  de  soupe  de  pois, 
An'  play  de  horse  aroun'  de   floor  wit'   two,  tree 

small  garcon, 
W'en  dey  are  tire  an'   gone  couche,   an'   I   have 

chop  de  wood, 
I  have  one  small  glass  of  "w'iskey  blanc",  ba  gosh! 

dat  was  tas'  good. 

Ma  wife  was  bring  de  paper  out,  an'  we  sit  by  de  fire, 
She  read  to  me,  'bout  lots  of  t'ings,  until  her  t'roat 

was  tire. 
She  read  about  de  rasler  match,  how  Roller  beat 

Cazieux, 
An'  how  Petrie  won  de  hocky  game,  by  fancy  trick 

he  do. 
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An'  den  de  city  council,  she  read  'bout  dem  also, 
Dey  are  always  have  some  leetle  scrap,  dey  got 

not'ing  else  to  do, 
I  don't  know  myse'f  w'at  mak'  dem  fight  lak  cat 

behin'  de  shed, 
Was  better  if  dey  get  de  sack,  before  we  all  come 

dead. 

Us  Canayen  are  always  try  to  be  well  represent, 
Wit'  Champange  on  de  bor'  control,  to  scrap  wit' 

M'sieu  Kent, 
An'  Doc.  Parent  to  mak*  beeg  speech,  w'en  stranger 

come  on  town, 
For  in  debate  on  council  hall,  no  one  can  hoi'  heem 

down. 

But  you  should  see  dem  skip  aroun'  wen  some  dem 

movie  star. 
Who  come  for  start  new  t' eater,  arive  on  private 

car, 
Dey  dress  dem  on  dere  Sunday  clothes,  an'  smile 

bot'  side  dere  face, 
And  geev  dem  keys  of  city  hall  an'  plaintee  nudder 

place. 

I  hear  de  whole  gang  took  a  trip,  for  see  Hull  coun- 
cil too, 

An*  dat  de  speeches  were  not  dry,  if  w'at  I  hear 
she's  true. 
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For  w'en  dey  all  arive  at  home,  on  dose  beeg  motor 

car, 
Dey' re  frien'  an'  chum  togedder  now,  for  dey  all 

are  seein'  star. 

But  las'  winter  w'en  de  coal  was  scarce,  some  of  de 

bor'Jcontrol, 
Was  say,  "we  start  in  wood  beez'ness,  dats  help  for 

save  de  coal, 
We  buy  some  wood,  so  much  for  cord,  an'  sell  heem 

so  moche  more, 
De  peoples'  will  all  buy  from  us,  you  can't  chase 

dem  from  our  door. 

Dey  sen'  some  man  out  on  de  bush,  for  cut  heem 

down  "toute  suite", 
I  never  see  so  many  cord,  w'en  all  was  saw  an' 

split. 
An'  habitant  for  miles  aroun'  are  tak'  de  fever  too, 
Dey  chop  enough  put  in  one  pile,  would  almos' 

reach  de  Soo. 

But  w'en  dey  come  for  sell  dat  wood,  dats  nudder 

storee  yet. 
Some  tam  de  price  dat  you  expec'  is  not  de  one 

you  get. 
An'  soon  de  manager  report,  dis  beez'ness  on  de 

bum, 
"Prenze  Garde!"    de  peoples  don't   hear  dat   for 

'lection  tam  was  come. 
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But  t'ing  lak  dat,  can't  shut  heem  up,  de  peoples 

soon  get  wise, 
On  'lection  day  dose  council  man,  for  sure  don't 

get  firs'  prize, 
But  on  our  tax,  us  workin'  man  mus'  pay  for  dat 

I  'spect. 
We're  lak  de  chicken  on  storee,  we  ketch  heem  on 

de  neck. 

But  soon  de  tam  of  year  was  come,  w'en  dey  are 

tak'  de  stump. 
So  many  speeches  ev'ry  night,  mus'  kep  dem  on 

de  jomp, 
If  dey  would  do  one  half  de  t'ings  dey  promise 

at  dis  time, 
De  tax  on  my  small  house  an'  lot,  would  cos'  about 

one  dime. 

But,  no  chance,  dats  plentee  tam  before,  we  hear 

dat  storee  tol', 
An'  we  have  no  monee  on  de  bank,  to  kep  us  w'en 

we're  ol'. 
Dey  visit  us  on  'lection  tam,  an'  kiss  de  babee  too. 
But  w'en  dey  have  de  job  once  more,  ba  gosh! 

dey  don't  know  you. 

So  now,  I  am  'bout  sick  of  dis,  an'  ma  foot  was 

well  again, 
I  t'ink  I  buy  one  leetle  farm,  an' start  for  sow  ma  grain, 
In  summer  I  have  lots  to  do,  in  winter  mak'  de  log. 
An'  I  buy  me  empty  barrel  of  flour,  mak'  henhouse 

for  ma  dog. 


THE  SERVICE  FLAG 

O'ER  the  way  there's  a  dear  little  cottage, 
Where  a  brook  sings  a  cheery  song, 
And  deep  in  the  tangled  branches, 
The  birds  twitter  all  day  long, 
And  bright  are  the  winding  pathways. 

With  borders  of  brilliant  hue, 
Rows  of  phlox  and  tall  sweet-williams, 
Lined  with  forget-me-nots  blue. 

Everything  looks  so  peaceful. 

As  the  slanting  sunbeams  play. 
Through  the  leaves,  with  intricate  tracery, 

Showing  patches  of  green  and  gray. 
And  the  well,  with  its  mossy  bucket. 

Invites  you  to  sip  its  cheer. 
To  forget  that  the  world  has  sorrows, 

And  think  that  heaven  is  here. 

But  see!  in  the  curtained  window, 
Where  the  morning-glories  twine. 
Through  the  leaves  of  the  scarlet-runners, 

And  up  through  the  ivy-vine. 
Blending  so  true  in  its  colors. 

And  seeming  to  form  a  part. 
Is  a  dear  little  flag  of  Service 

That  tells  of  a  loyal  heart. 
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And  side  by  side  are  two  maple  leaves, 

Blue,  on  a  ground  of  white, 
Each  for  a  lad  in  khaki, 

Over  there,  in  the  awful  fight. 
There  a  sweet  little  gray-haired  mother, 

Sat  where  the  shadows  fall, 
And  held  to  her  heart  a  letter, 

As  though  it  contained  her  all. 

Just  a  page  of  her  big  son's  writing, 

"Dear  Mother,  my  heart  is  sad. 
Jack  has  been  killed  in  action, 

Our  Johnnie,  our  handsome  lad. 
He  died  like  a  gallant  soldier, 

He  smiled  when  they  brought  him  in. 
Tell  Mother  her  boy  was  ready. 

She  taught  me  to  keep  from  sin.  • 

'Tell  her,  I  have  loved  her  always, 

And  never  forgot  her  love, 
I  know  that  soon  we'll  be  meeting, 

In  that  happy  home  above'. 
Then  he  smiled,  and  with  one  word,  'Mother', 

Quietly  he  slipped  away. 
And  under  a  tree  on  the  hillside 

He  was  tenderly  laid  that  day." 

Then  as  the  shadows  deepened. 
The  garden  seemed  strangely  still. 

The  birds  in  the  thicket,  hushed  their  song. 
As  a  star  shone  above  the  hill. 
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And  they  found  her  there,  still  clasping 
Those  farewell  words  to  her  heart, 

But  she  was  beyond  all  sorrow 
Where  they  meet  and  never  part. 

They  laid  her  away  in  the  churchyard, 

Neath  a  wide-spreading  maple  tree, 
Where  the  soft  summer  breezes  whisper. 

And  the  song-birds  make  melody, 
And  the  tree  dropped  a  leaf,  like  a  tear-drop, 

To  the  fresh  earth  above  her  breast, 
A  token  that  she  who  was  resting. 

Had  given  the  nation  her  best. 


DE  TRIP  ON  DE  WES' 

TWO  year  ago  dats  come  las'  fall,  I  sell  ma  leetle 
farm, 
An'  mak'  a  sale,  an*  auction  off  de  feed  dats  in 

ma  barn. 
An'  den  I  sell  de  cow  an'  calf,  de  hen  an'  pig  also. 
Wen  dat  auction  feller  get  de  start,  I'm  'fraid  ma 
wife  was  go. 

At  firs'  I  t' ought  I  keep  mon  chouval — I  raise  dem 

bot'  from  colt — 
Till  one  day  I  get  a  letter  dats  geev  me  quite  a 

jolt, 
Dats   from  ma  brudder,   leev  on    Wes',    he  say, 

"ma  dear  Alphonse, 
Las'  week   I   get  me  mariee,  ba  gosh!     I   take  a 

chance. 

"Wen  I'm  come  here  six  year  ago,  we  don't  have 

many  peop', 
So  I  buil'  me  stable,  mak'  wit'  sod,  dats  hoi'  de 

horse  I  keep. 
An'  den  I  buil'  one  leetle  shack — she's  only  got  two 

room, 
Dats  place  for  eat,  an'  place  for  sleep,  an'  place 

for  Stan'  de  broom. 
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"Was  go  allright  for  firs'  few  years — dere's  no  one 

here  for  see, 
But  den  dere  was  some  nudder  man  come  settle 

down  near  me, 
An'   soon  we   have   the   village  store,   supply  de 

farmer  roun*, 
An'  w'en  de  railroad,   she  pass  troo,   we  call  de 

place  a  town. 

*'Nex'  t'ing  we  want  was  leetle  school — de  chil'ren 

mus'  have  chance, 
Dey  sure  mus'  know  dere  ABC  before  was  wear 

long  pants. 
So  we  geev  de  Ian'  an'  mak'  de  bee,  an'  buil'  heem 

up  toute  suite, 
An'  sen'  for  teacher  come  right  off,  wit'  firs'  class 

stificate. 

"Ba  gosh!  Alphonse;  dats  nices'  girl  I'm  never  see 

before. 
Ma  heart  turn  over  two,  tree  tam,  den  turn  again 

some  more. 
Las'  year  I  t'ink  I'm  ol'  enough,  dats  tam  I'm  place 

on  shelf, 
But  now,  I  feel  so  young  an'  gay,  want  go  to  school 

myse'f. 

"I  feel  lak'  dat  for  two,  tree  week,  den  I  get  more 

bol'. 
One  day  I  ax  her  drive  wit'  me,  if  wedder  not  too 

col'. 
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Firs'  she  pertend  she's  very  shy,  an'  blush  to  beat 

de  ban', 
But  after  'bout  tree  mile  we  drive,  she  let  me  hoi' 

her  han'. 

"So  ev'ry  night  at  six  o'clock,  you  fin'  ma  work 

all  done, 
I  hitch  ma  bronco  on  buggee,  dats  always  carry 

one, 
An'  go  an'  tak'  her  out  for  drive,  she  lak  for  watch 

de  star; 
Dats  good  excuse,  for  lots  of  night,  you  can't  see 

w'ere  dey  are. 

"We  keep  dat  up  for  'bout  one  mont',  but  I  am  feel 

so  shy, 
I'm  'fraid  she  t'ink  I'm  very  slow,  I  see  dat  in  her 

eye. 
But  ev'ry  tam  I  feex  ma  tongue  for  spik  de  leetle 

word, 
Ma  heart  jomp   roun'   two,   tree,    four  tam — was 

flutter  lak  a  bird. 

"But  now  at  las'  we  fix  it  up,  an'  get  de  mariee, 
An'  I  have  got  de  fines'  wife,  don't  care  w'at  you 

say. 
De  only  t'ing  mak'  me  feel  bad,  was  'bout  ma  leetle 

shack, 
I   lak'   have  house  wit'   gran'  parloir  an'  kitchen 

on  de  back. 
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"Dats  har'  to  get  good  carpenter — out  here  dere 

very  scarce — 
Some  of  dem  are  bad  enough,  an'  some  dey  might 

be  worse. 
So  I  am  try  do  dat  mase'f,  an'  buil'  house  out  ma 

head, 
I  t'ink  I  have  some  lumber  lef — mebbe  can  buil' 

a  shed." 


Well,  w'en  I'm  read  dat  letter,  dat  mak'  me  scratch 

ma  head. 
Ma  wife  an'  me  was  spik  long  tam,  after  we  go 

on  bed. 
Nex'  morning,  I   am  say  to  her,  "ba  golly,  Eme- 

line, 
Wat  you  say,  we  go  out  wes' — I  t'ink  we  have 

good  time. 

"Dats  long  tam  I  promise  tak'  dat  trip,  I  lak'  for 

see  mon  frere. 
He  ax  me  go,  so  many  tam,  he  be  surprise  to  see 

me  dere. 
Beside,   he  want   to   buil'   de   house,   dats  better 

chances  yet, 
I  learn  dat  trade  one  tam  mese'f,  I  t'ink  I  don't 

forget." 
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Ma  fader-law  dats  leev  wit'  us, — was  nearly  eighty 

year, 
He  say,  "I  go  wit'  you  mase'f,  if  dats  don't  cos' 

too  dear. 
Dats  de  long  tarn  I  want  go  wes*,  just  wait,  I  pack 

ma  grip". 
I  say,  "sure  t'ing  jus'  come  along,  if  you  t'ink  you 

Stan'  de  trip". 

We  get  tiquette,  special  kin'  dats  w'at  you  call 

homeseek. 
An'  go  Gran'  Tronk,  she's  longes'  ride,  an'  mebbe 

not  so  queek. 
Dats  geev  de  chance,  can  stop  aw'ile,  for  see  de 

town  we  pass. 
An'  have  de  t'ing  we  want  all  tam,  jus'  lak  we  ride 

firs'  class. 

**Le  Enfant" !  dats  some  beeg  place  we  pass,  I  never 

see  de  lak, 
I'm  try  so  har'  see  top  of  house,  was  nearly  broke 

ma  neck. 
But  w'en  we  come  on  Chicago,  an'  see  long  Boula- 

varde. 
An'  all  de  peop'  drive  automobil,  I'm  'fraid  leave 

railroad  yard. 

At  las'  we  got  to  end  of  trip — we're  glad  enough  to 

stop, 
Mon  frere  was  meet  us  wit'  wagin,  an'  pile  our 

tronk  on  top. 
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Dats  jus'  ten  mile,  we  got  for  drive,  we  have  a  beeg 

surprise, 
Don't  see  no  tree,  no  place  you  look — I  can't  believe 

ma  eyes. 

But  so  moche  grain,  I  never  see,  so  far  your  eye 

can  reach, 
Dats  mak'  me  t'ink  of  Lac  St.  Claire,  w'en  you  stan' 

on  de  beach. 
If  some  dose  fellers  in  Kebec  see  dat,   de  C.P.R. 
An'  ol'  Gran'  Tronk,  an'  odder  road,  would  need 

buil'  some  more  car. 

Ma  brudders  wife  look  kin'  of  scare,  w'en  we  pass* 

on  de  shack. 
But  soon  we  start  for  get  acquaint,  an'  get  our 

t'ings  unpack. 
I  say,  "dats  right  you  spik  de  truth,  you  are  de 

lucky  boy, 
Dats  fines'  girl  on  de  Wes',   ba  'gosh!  I  wish  you 

joy". 

She  have  nice  breakfas'  set  for  us,  an'  my,  we  are 

hongree, 
Dem  biscuit  she  jus'  finish  mak',  an'  nice  hot  cup 

of  tea. 
Wit'  pie  an'  cake,  an'  lots  of  t'ings,  jus'  right  for 

traveler  man, 
I'm  shame  to  tell  you  w'en  we're  troo,  lef  not'ing 

but  de  pan. 
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For  couple  day  we  mak'  visit,  an'  den  I  say,  "Delore, 
If  can't  buil'  dat  house  right  off,  I  want  to  know 

w'at  for. 
I'm  be  some  carpenter  mese'f,  I  see  some  lumber 

here, 
If  she's  not  buil'  before  I  go,   I   t'ink  dats  very 

queer". 

So,  to  mak'  short  story  long  enough,  we  start  dat 

house  right  off. 
An'  paint  de  outside  nice  an'  gay,  w'ile  wedder  she 

stay  sof . 
She's  buil'  heem  on  de  bungalo  style — dats  w'at  you 

call  some  class, 
De  window  mak'  on  lates'  style,   wit'   small  size 

pane  of  glass. 

But  we  don't  work  har'  ev'ry  day — some  tam  have 

leetle  fonne, 
An'  try  ourse'f  shoot  prairie  hen,  wit'  double  barrel 

gun. 
I  never  see  so  many  duck,  some- tam  dere  tick  like 

fly, 

But  dats  very  har'  to  shoot  dem,  de're  fly  in'  up 
so  high. 

One  day  we  mak'  de  gran'  picnic,  an'  go  for  see 

some  lak', 
You  t'ink  dats  sure  we  go  on  war,  de  lots  of  gun 

we  tak' . 
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An'  plaintee  shell,  an'  t'ing  for  eat,  but  here's  de 

fonny  t'ing. 
We  only  got  'bout  tree,  four  duck — can't  shoot  dem 

on  de  wing. 

An'  w'en  we  start  for  go  chenous,  I'm  'fraid  don't 

fin'  again, 
Can't  see  your  han'   behin'   your  back,  so  dark, 

mus'  soon  be  rain. 
Ma  brudder  say,  "don't  fright  yourse'f,  dese  horse 

don't  mak'  mistake, 
Dey  fin'  dere  stable  ev'ry  tam,  don't  care  w'at  road 

you  take". 

One  day,  ma  brudder  spik  wit'  me,   "you  use  ride 

horse  at  home, 
Ma  cow  was  ronne  away  herse'f,   I  can't  get  dat 

alone. 
I  wish  you  jomp  on  bronco  back,  an'  ride  across 

prairee. 
An'   bring  dem  back,   before  get  los',   dats  mak' 

obligement  me". 

I  look  awhile  at  ol'  bronco,  an'  I  see  ma  brudder 

smile, 
I  say  myse'f,  you  bes'  lookout,  don't  ride  for  quite 

a  w'ile. 
But  den,  I  climb,  on  dat  ol'  bronc,  an'  he  start  for 

mak'  de  jomp. 
Jus'  lak  hees  buil'  on  dozen  spring,  hees  back  was 

all  come  hump. 
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He's  not  so  young  he  was  one  tarn,  some  bones 

were  show  outside, 
Dats  lucky  t'ing  I  wear  a  belt,  an'  dat  ma  boots  were 

tied. 
I'm  'fraid   I  pass  bot*  side  of  heem,  before  he's 

gettin'  quiet, 
But  w'en  he  fin',  can't  shook  me  off,  he  soon  was 

go  allright. 

But  nex'  mornin'  w'en  I  try  get  up,  I  feel  lak  ninty 

year- 
Ma  leg  are  sore  lak  might  broke  off,  I'm  all  twis* 

out  of  gear. 
You  can't  coax  me  for  ride  again,  on  horse  dats 

never  tame, 
W'en  I  want  fly  up  on  de  air,  I  get  one  areoplane. 

Dats  mak'  us  laugh,  to  see  ol'  man,  de  fader  to  ma 
famme, 

W'en  ma  brudder  hitch  heem  up  hees  team — six 
horses  at  one  tam — 

An'  plow  de  Ian'  two  furrow  stroke,  each  one  six- 
teen inch  wide. 

He  say,  "can  plow  ma  leetle  farm,  in  one  day,  if 
we  tried." 

Well,  w'en  de  house  was  all  finish,  an'  we  are  move 

inside, 
De  wedder  she  come  col'   enough — would   freeze 

brass  monkey  hide. 
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I  say,   **Ba  gosh!  dats   tarn  go  home,  Kebec  was 

col'  enough, 
Some  man  was  stay  here  all  year  roun',  mus'  surely 

be  good  stuff". 

So  dey  are  drive  us  on  de  town,  w'ere  we  are  tak' 

de  train, 
An'  affer  tree,  four  day  on  boar',  we  are  at  home 

again. 
We   look   aroun'   an'   see  de  bush,   de  mountain 

Gatineau, 
An*  say,  "Hurraw  for  ol'  Kebec,  also  Ontario". 
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The  Maid  of  the  Mountains 

OWEET   maid   of  the   mountains,    the   blue  of 

your  eyes 
Is  as  deep  and  as  pure  as  the  lakelet,   that  lies 
So  close  to  that  cottage,  the  home  of  your  birth, 
You  will  ne'er  see  another  so  dear  on  this  earth. 
Your  spirit  is  free  as  the  deer  on  the  hill, 
As  it  bounds  through  the  thicket,  or  wanders  at 

will, 
And  innocence  shines  like  a  crown  on  your  brow. 
May  you  never  know  more  of  life's  sorrow,  than 

now. 

Dear  maid,   never  pine   for   the   excitement,   and 

whirl 
Of  the  cities'  gay  life,  for  there's  many  a  girl 
Who  left  such  a  home,  not  content  with  her  lot. 
Will  never  return,  for  the  pleasures  she  sought 
Soon  made  her  forget  all  the  lessons  she'd  learned. 
And  now  from  the  straight  path  of  right  she  has 

turned. 
Such  pleasures  are  fleeting,  and  soon  pass  away. 
And  those  who  pursue  them,  but  live  for  to-day. 
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So  do  every  duty  that  comes  to  your  hand, 
Gladly  taking  and  filling  your  place  in  this  land; 
Dwell  here  near  your  mountains,  and  under  their 

shade 
.Thank  God  for  the  forests,   each  lake  and  each 

glade, 
Where  cherished  by  loved  ones,  a  sweet  flower  in 

the  vale. 
You  may  live  safe,  protected   from  life's  stormy 

gale, 
And  the  Allwise  Creator,  who  fashioned  each  hill 
Will  bless  you,  and  keep  you,  while  doing  His  will. 
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De  Docter  Drummond 

T    TP  dere  on  de  side  of  de  mountain, 
^^     Lookin'  down  on  Montreal, 

Dere's  a  grave,  dats  mark  wit'  plain  headstone, 
Some  peoples  don't  see  at  all. 

An'  dough  hees  away  from  us  now  so  long, 
We  are  lonesome  yet,  an'  sigh 

Wen  we  t'ink  of  dat  man,  so  beeg  an'  strong- 
Was  Stan'  mos'  six  feet  high. 

Mebee,  ma  frien',  you  don't  know  heem, 

Was  leev  Rue  St.  Catherine, 
Hees  frien'  for  sure,  Victoriaw, 

W'en  she  was  be  de  Queen. 
But  dat  don't  mak'  no  difference 

I  f  poor  peoples  are  malade, 
He  come,  ba  vite,  on  day  or  night. 

No  matter  de  road  she's  bad. 
Some  tam  w'en  he  sit  for  many  hour. 

Not  eat  or  sleep  at  all, 
W'en  you're  better,  he  say,  "res'  tranquille, 

You  can  pay  me  allright,  nex'  fall." 

An'  den  some  tam  you're  feelin'  blue. 

Your  luck  don't  comin'  right. 
An'  you  t'ink  dats  no  use  to  try  some  more — 

You  better  geev  up  de  fight. 
He  meet  wit'  you,  an'  slap  de  back, 

An'  geev  your  han'  de  squeeze, 
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An'  say,  "ma  frien",  an'  you  know  its  tnje 

You  have  to  mak'  de  sneeze, 
To  have  some  reason,  why  your  eye 

Won't  hoi'  heem  back  dem  tear, 
An'  lump  dats  be  mos'  beeg  your  fis' 

Was  mak'  your  t'roat  feel  queer. 

Lak  dat,  hees  always  bring  de  cheer 

Each  place  dat  he  was  go, 
An'  all  de  peoples  he  was  help 

No  one  will  never  know. 
But  w'en  he  have  de  chance  for  fun. 

An'  tak'  one  holiday, 
I  lak  for  sure,  be  wit'  heem  den, 

Lak  two  beeg  pup  we  play. 
We  go  some  tarn  wit'  nice  canoe 

An'  camp,  Cheval  Blanc  Fall, 
An'  leev  for  w'ile  lak  les  sauvage — 

Don't  see  no  peop  at  all. 

You  min'  de  tam  he  go  away 
For  see  hees  brudder's  mines, 

Dats  up  on  Cobalt,  pas'  Nort'  Bay- 
He  go  dere  two,  tree  tanas. 

An'  w'en  hees  famme  was  get  de  news 
De  Docter  come  malade, 

We  feel  more  anxious  e'vry  day, 
An'  feel  so  very  bad. 

An'  w'en  de  news,  "Docter  en  morte", 
Was  on  de  bullitinne. 

So  much  sad  face  on  Montreal 
No  one  was  never  seen. 
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Mon  Dieu!  Mon  Dieu!  dat  leetle  wife, 

We're  'fraid  she's  goin'  die, 
An'  all  de  res'  de  familee 

Are  cry,  an'  cry,  an'  cry. 
I  never  see  so  many  flower 

Was  pile  aroun'  dat  place, 
An'  peoples  come,  bo^'  rich  an'  poor, 

Once  more  to  see  dat  face. 
De  house  was  fill,  an'  on  de  street 

Dere's  more  tree  honder  lef — 
If  I  don't  know  dat  place  so  well 

I  can't  get  in  mase'f. 

You  say,  "how's  dat,  de  habitant 

Tink  so  much  of  H' Irish  man, 
Dere's  plaintee  docter  jus'  as  sma't. 

An'  do  de  bes'  dey  can." 
But  some  way  dere's  a  difference 

Dats  har'  explain  to  you — 
De  sam'  between  de  plain  boil  beef 

An'  some  good  H' Irish  stew. 
An'  jus'  so  long  we  have  de  breat' 

So  we  can  spik  our  min'. 
We're  goin'  be  proud  to  call  ourse'f 

De  frien'  he  lef  behin'. 

He  some  tam  write  de  nice  storee 

'Bout  habitant  he  know, 
An'  put  de  word,  jus'  how  dey  spik, 

An'  mak'  de  verse  also. 
Dats  not  to  mak'  de  fun,  or  laugh. 

At  how  we  twis'  our  words. 
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But  jus'  show  peoples  don't  know  us, 

De  t'ings  he  of  en  heard. 
An'  I  know  "le  Bon  Dieu"  has  good  place 

An'  kep  heem  in  His  care, 
So  some  day  I'll  tak'  hees  han'  again, 

V\l'en  I  go  over  dere. 
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CANADIAN  BEAUTIES 

O!  Sing  not  to  me  of  the  Colleens  of  Erin, 
The  lassies  of  Scotland  with  blue  eyes  so 
bright; 
Of  the  maidens  of  England,  with  cheeks  like  the 
roses, 
When  there  are  far  fairer,  right  here  in  my  sight. 

The  girls  of  this  land  where  the  Maple  leafs  grow- 
ing— 

Where  acres  stretch  far,  as  the  ocean  so  wide — 
Are  fashioned  so  winsome,  their  charms  so  alluring, 

That  my  eyes  cannot  see  any  others  beside. 

Their  forefathers  came  from  the  isles  o'er  the  ocean, 

They  met  and  they  mingled,  till  blended  as  one; 

They  combined  all   the  virtues,   were  welded  by 

toiling. 

And  God  gave  us  these  maidens — the  best  neath 

the  sun. 

Then  as  men  we'll  be  true  and  deserving  the  honor 
Of  mating  with  women,  so  worthy  of  praise. 

And  make  this  broad  country,   with  its  farmland 
and  forest, 
A  fitting  abode  for  the  children  they  raise. 

71 


DE  OTTAWA  EXHIBITION 

TAS'  wick  I  finish  cut  ma  grain 
■I— ^  An'  put  heem  on  de  barn, 
Ma  corn  I  t'ink  grow  leetle  yet, 

Small  fros'  don't  do  moche  harm. 
So  wit'  ma  famme  an'  seex  garcon, 

We  tak'  one  holiday, 
An'  pas'  ourse'f  on  H'Ottawa — 

Dats  forty  mile  away. 

We  read  on  paper  wick  before 

Exhibition  come  to  town — 
I  s'pose  dats  lak  a  circus, 

Wit'  side  show,  an'  some  clown 
Dats  mak'  to  laugh  dem  chil'ren. 

An'  ol'  woman  lak  some  fun. 
We  work  so  har'  dis  summer 

For  try  to  mak'  some  mon'. 

I  have  one  cousin  leev  near  town 

On  place  call  "Gatineau  Point", 
An'  we  are  stay  wit'  heem  tree  day. 

So  he  don't  be  disapoint. 
But  still,  I  t'ink  he's  not  soree 

De  night  we  tak'  de  train — 
Dats  firs'  tam  he's  feed  beeg  familee 

An'  he's  hope  he  don't  again. 
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L' enfant!  We  sure  are  have  good  tarn, 

Should  hear  dose  garcon  laf 
At  t'ing  dey  see  on  dat  midway — 

I  can't  remember  ha'f. 
Go  on  machine  call  crack  de  whip, 

An'  den  on  airoplane 
Dat  swing  aroun'  an'  roun'  a  pos', 

An'  den  each  mus'  buy  two  cane. 

But  me  I  lak  for  see  de  cow, 

Are  w'at  you  call  firs'  prize; 
I  never  see  so  many  kin' 

An'  some  are  come  beeg  size. 
On  stable  we  are  see  toro, 

Mus'  weigh  more  as  a  ton — 
If  I  was  meet  heem  on  a  fiel' 

I  hope  I  have  one  gun. 

Ma  wife  was  want  spen'  ha'f  a  day 

Were  fancy  work  was  show, 
But  w'ats  de  use  wast'  so  moche  tam, 

I'm  sure  dat  I  don't  know. 
So  I  am  go  watch  trotter  horse 

Was  mak'  beeg  race  each  day. 
An'  I  los'  one  doller  on  a  bet 

I  mak'  wit'  Joe.  Tromblay. 

De  ol'est  boy  want  try  dere  luck 

For  get  de  bebe  doll. 
By  pitch  base-ball  (ten  cent  for  tree) 

At  cat,  sit  on  de  wall. 
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An  ev'ry  two,  tree,  five  minute 
Dey  ax  some  more  red-hot — 

Dats  leetle  sausage  on  small  bun — 
Ba  gosh!  dey  eat  a  lot. 

But  I'm  glad  have  chance  spen'  leetle  mon 

Dats  come  jus'  once  a  year — 
Was  betaire  spen'  on  fun  lak  dat 

Dan  spen'  on  drink  de  beer. 
For  w'en  de  winter  night  was  come 

An'  we  sit  roun'  de  fire. 
We  talk  about  good  tam  we  have 

An'  forget  dat  we  are  tire. 

On  T'ursday  night  we  go  gran'stan', 

We  lak  to  see  de  show — 
How  dem  peop'  was  do  dose  fancy  trik 

I'm  sure  dat  I  don't  know. 
Dats  two,  tree  couple  somerset 

Dey  mak'  fore  touch  de  groun' — 
Can't  tell  which  end  dere  head  was  on, 

So  quick  dey  go  aroun'. 

Den  de  fireworks  dey  are  start 

An'  shoot  up  on  de  air, 
Dey  burs'  lak  spark  from  beeg  bush  fire, 

Mak'  us  jus'  sit  an'  stare. 
An'  right  in  front  of  dat  gran'stan' 

Is  frame, — a  fonny  t'ing, 
Dey  only  touch  dat  wit'  a  match, 

Pouf — mak'  picture  of  de  King. 
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Nex'  year,  if  I  am  spare  so  long 

I  mus'  sow  some  potack, 
An'  maybe  pun' -kin  grow  so  beeg 

Can't  place  heem  on  ma  back, 
An'  bring  ma  two  year  old  chouval, 

Was  full  breed  Canadienne — 
I  mebbe  have  two,  tree  firs'  prize 

W^en  I  go  home  again. 


How  Bateese  Bought  Victory  Bonds 

JOHN  Bateese  Forgeron  was  an  honest  habitant, 
He's  leev  near  leetle  village,  on  province  of 
Kebec, 
Wit'  two  honder  acre  farm,  an'  a  log  house  nice 
an'  warm — 
He's  jus'  as  happy  farmer  as  a  person  can  expec'. 

Hees  famme,  Marie  Louise,  she's  as  t'rifty  as  you 
please, 
She's  helpin'  mak'  d'argent,  an'  put  heem  on  de 
bank; 
Feed  de  hen  so  well  each  day,  dere  ashame'  if  dey 
don't  lay 
As  fas'  as  some  dem  new  machine  you'r  turnin' 
wit'  a  crank. 

Dey  have  raise  one  familee,  dat  was  number  twenty- 
tree. 
But  dem  children  all  are  marry,  an'  leevin'  on 
dere  place; 
Six  dem  boy  was  on  de  war,  an'  if  you  ax  w'at  for, 
Bateese  might  try  for  put  your  nose  on  de  noder 
side  your  face. 
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He  say  "ma  bully  boys  were  mak'  so  many  noise, 
Dem  German  feller  run  away,  an'  try  for  took 
hees  hole. 

I  be  dere  myse'f  you  bet,  for  I  can  scrap  some  yet, 
If  all  dem  army  docter  don't  tol'  me  I'm  too  ol'  ". 

But  now  he's  feel  content,  de  war  she's  come  an' 
went. 
An'  Canayen  was  fight  so  har',  he  sure  was  tak' 
firs'  prize. 
Wit'  some  monee  laid  away,  dats  good  for  rainy 
day, 
He  want  for  mak'  investment,  dats  look  good  on 
hees  eyes. 

He  come  to  H* Ottawa,  wit'  some  nudder  habitant 
Dey  mak'  dem  se'f  some  holiday,  to  see  w'at  dey 
can  see ; 
On  de  fence,  an'  on  de  store,  an'  on  ev'ry  place 
galore, 
Dere  are  so  many  pictures,  don't  know  w'at  it 
can  be. 

An'  jus'  across  de  way,  from  de  Chateau  Laurier, 
He  see  a  bridge  on  top  de  ground,  an'  he  want  to 
know  w'at  for; 
He  was  tol'  about  new  plan,  for  to  help  our  soldier 
man 
Have  chance  to  fin'  hees  feet  again,  since  he  come 
home  from  de  war. 
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An'  he  hear  some  feller  holler,  (wit'  red  button  on 
hees  collar,) 
So  loud  dat  you  can  hear  heem  for  'bout  a  mile 
beyond — 
Dat  now  de  war  is  over,  if  you  want  to  leev  in  clover, 
Tak'  de  button  off  your  pocket,  an'  buy  some 
Victory  Bond. 

Bateese  was  stroke  hees  w'isker,  "ba  gosh!"  he  say, 
"I'll  risk  her. 
If  all  dat  feller  say  she's  true,  dat  seem  to  strike 
me  fine, 
Ma  wife  could  buy  two  heifer,  wit'  de  monee  dat 
I  lef  her, 
So  I'll  salt  down  ev'ry  cent  I  got,  but  ma  tiquette, 
an'  one  dime." 

He  pull  out  two  tousan'  dollar,  jomp  on  hees  leg 
an'  holler, 
Bring  on  your  pen  an'  paper,  I'll  sign  heem  up 
toute  suite. 
You  feller  from  de  city,  don't  laugh  at  me,  or  pity, 
For  I  am  foolish  lak  a  fox — an'  not  crazy  wit'  de 
heat. 

Ma  Uncle,  an'  ma  brudder,  ma  neighbor  an'  hees 
moder, 
An'  all  dem  nuder  farmer,  dat  leev  down  near  de 
pond, 
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Have  each  one  tousan'   dollar,   dough  dey  don't  ' 
wear  w'ite  collar — 
I'll  sen*  dem  all  to  town  nex'  wick,  for  to  buy 
some  Victory  Bond. 


An'  den  w'en  we  are  older,  we'll  be  glad  we  put  our 
shoulder 
Behin'  de  wheels  of  commerce,  for  help  to  push 
along. 
W'en  we  get  back  our  money  we  can  leev  on  milk 
an'  honey — 
Our  familees  all  be  happy,  an'  all  life  be  lak  a 
song. 


DE  YALLER  PUP 

ON  de  busy  street,  an'  jus'  outside 
Wat  you  call  de  department  store, 
Ma  famme  an'  me  we  are  watch  de  crowd 

De  sam'  jus'  lak  plain  tee  more. 
We  see  one  famme,  wit'  de  fine  bebe 

On  carriage,  she's  push  on  front, 
But  I  guess  for  sure  she  t'ink  more  mebbe 
Of  de  bargain  she's  come  for  hunt. 

Can't  spik  for  dat,  but  I  tol'  ma  famme 

Me,  I  won't  leave  our  bebe  dere, 
But  she  say,  *  Vat  you  know  how  she's  fix  at  home 

Anyway,  dats  not  your  affair". 
If  you're  marree  man,  den  you  know  yourse'f 

Dere's  no  use  for  to  answer  back, 
But  I  know  w'at  I'm  t'ink  me,  jus'  de  sam', 

An'  I  can  tol'  you  if  I  lak. 

But  dat  famme,  she  call  one  leetle  dog, 

Wit'  hees  tail  on  de  top  hees  back — 
Don't  look  very  han'som',  dat  yaller  pup, 

An'  he  answer  de  name  of  "Jack". 
He  cock  hees. ear  on  de  side  hees  head, 

Lak  he  know  w'at  she  spik  for  sure, 
An'  he  ronne  so  quick,  he  can  pass  two  block 

Before  you  can  say,  "bon  jour". 
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She  say,  "stop  here  an'  watch  bebe 

So  no  one  tak'  heem  away", 
An'  dat  pup  ope'  hees  mout'  lak  he  mak'  de  smile, 

An'  hees  waggin'  hees  tail,  dis  way. 
Den  she  pat  hees  head,  an'  kiss  de  boy. 

An'  pass  on  de  five,  six  floor — 
I'm  'fraid  myse'f,  she'll  be  gone  so  long 

We  never  see  her  no  more. 

Wen  de  bebe  move,  dat  chien  sit  up 

Wit'  hees  head  so  close  he  can, 
Lak  he  be  very  glad  if  he  only  feel 

One  touch  of  dat  leetle  han'. 
Hees  beeg  brown  eye  are  so  nice  an'  sof , 

W'en  bebe  pull  hees  ear  an'  hair, 
An'  put  hees  fis'  on  dem  teet  so  w'ite, 

Till  ma  famme,  she  was  feel  in'  scare. 

But  den  so  quick  I  see  heem  change, 

Hees  eye  seem  to  flash  lak  spark; 
De  hair  stan'  up  on  de  back  hees  neck, 

W'ile  he  geev  two,  tree  short  bark. 
Some  bad  garcon  dat  are  play  on  street, 

Dey  t'ink  dats  good  chance  for  trick — 
But  before  dey  have  tam,  do  too  much  harm, 

Dey  are  change  dere  min'  ver'  queek. 

For  dat  chien  mak'  de  noise  down  on  hees  t'roat 
Lak  buzz-saw,  w'en  she  struck  de  knot, 

An'  mak  one  grab  for  dat  garcon' s  leg, 
I'm  sure  mase'f  dere  caught. 
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Dey  run  an'  yell  lak  de  small  cochon, 

An'  policeman  come  for  see, 
But  de  yaller  pup  don't  seem  for  care 

Dat  hees  makin'  les  majesty. 

Den  dat  cop  he  stick  heem  h'out  hees  ches' 

An'  pull  heem  hees  beeg  baton; 
He  say,  "I'm  gon'  keel  dat  yaller  chien 

Before  he  eat  dose  garcon". 
But  I  laugh,  ba  gosh!  w'en  he  try  get  close. 

An'  de  pup  ope'  hees  mout'  up  wide. 
For  I  know  myse'f,  if  no  one  was  look, 

Dat  cop  he  would  run  an'  hide. 


But  jus'  den  bebe  hear  so  many  noise, 

He  get  fright,  an'  begin  for  cry, 
Dat  pup  change  hees  face,  lak  w'en  de  sun 

Break  out  on  de  stormy  sky. 
He  turn  hees  head,  to  lick  dat  han' 

Lak  tole  heem  to  don't  be  scare, 
W'en  bang!  dat  policeman's  beeg  baton 

Stretch  heem  out  on  de  pavement  dere. 

Dey  try  to  put  heem  on  de  van 

To  tak'  heem  away  to  die. 
But  one  leetle  bit  of  a  soldier  man, 

(She's  lame,  an'  have  los'  one  eye,) 
Slip  out  of  de  crowd,  an'  say,  "ba  non, 

Dat  chien  he  don't  go  from  here, 
I  spen'  tree  year  for  lick  coward  lak  you, 

An'  I  do  it  again,  by  gar!" 
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Den  de  crowd  wake  up,  an'  ev'ry  man 

Come  out  lak  he  want  to  scrap, 
Dey  put  dem  cop  on  hees  patroPbus', 

An'  tell  heem  to  shut  hees  trap. 
One  docter  dats  pass  on  hees  motor  car. 

Come  an'  fix  dat  pup  firs'  class, 
An'  w'en  he  can  walk,  de  whole  dem  peop' 

Are  mak'  heem  one  cheer,  en  masse. 


I  offer  dat  famme  ten  dollar  bill 

If  she  sell  heem  to  me  dat  pup, 
But  she  say,  "if  you  double  dat  ten  times  more 

I'm  sure  I  can't  geev  heem  up". 
So  I  tak'  off  ma  hat  to  dat  yaller  chien, 

Who  would  fight  for  dat  small  bebe; 
If  you  meet  heem,  jus'  pat  heem  on  top  hees  head, 

An'  you'll  mak'  de  obligement  me. 


BATEESE  PARENT 

ID  ATEESE  Parent  was  a  habitant, 

•■^     Hees  age  was  forty-tree, 

He  wear  de  mustache  a  la  mode  comme  c^, 

An'  he  leev  Labell  Countee. 
Hees  wife  come  dead  w'en  she  ketch  de  flu, 

So  he  lay  her  away  las'  fall, 
But  he  see  her  yet,  on  ev'ry  t'ing  he  do, 

An'  can't  seem  to  forget  at  all. 

Hees  famme  dats  gone,  she  could  cook  de  bes' 

You  can't  never  fin'  for  sure. 
Milk  de  cow,  feed  de  pig,  an'  all  de  res', 

Before  you  can  say  "Bon  Jour". 
Get  up  on  de  mornin'  ha'f  pas'  four, 

An'  she  never  res'  all  day — 
But  now  she's  gone,  an'  hees  feel  in'  sore. 

Although  she's  a  year  away. 


But  Bateese  was  lak  hees  w'iskey  blanc, 

Ev'ry  tarn  he  was  pass  de  bar, 
Dats  mak'  heem  walk  a  la  mode  comme  c^, 

An'  he  smoke  peg  top  cigar. 
Den  w'en  he  sell  ten  dozen  h'eggs. 

An'  mak'  beaucoupe  d' argent, 
He  drink  till  he  need  four  pair  of  legs, 

An'  could  kiss  hees  moder-law. 
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He  ought  to  be  riche,  for  he  have  good  Ian', 

Dats  firs'  class  farm  for  sure, 
But  he  spen'  too  much  on  de  hotel  man, 

Dat  ol'  Jeremie  Latour. 
On  hees  fiel'  of  oat  de  pig  weed  grow, 

De  pottack  you  can't  see  at  all, 
An'  de  work  he  should  do  on  de  spring,  you  know. 

He  nevair  get  done  till  fall. 

One  day,  he  go  on  de  church  pic-nic, 

Dress  up  a  la  mode  comme  c^. 
He  lef  hees  work,  an'  he  go  dere  quick. 

He's  sure  dey  have  beeg  hurraw. 
An'  dere  he  was  meet  Madam  Labree, 

She's  widder  for  two,  tree  year. 
He  say,  "ba  gosh!  I  mus'  look  for  see, 

If  I  don't  fin'  a  good  wife  here". 

So  he  touch  hees  hat,  "Bon  jour.  Madam, 

Comment  vous  porte  vous, 
Wat  chance  I  get  see  you  some  tam — 

Wen  you  don't  have  too  moche  to  do?" 
She  say,  "M'sieu,  I'm  at  home  each  night — 

Jus'  sit  by  de  fire  an'  read — 
So  if  you  come  help  pass  de  tam  away, 

I'll  be  very  please  indeed." 

So  Bateese  was  visit  Madam  Labree, 

Tree  tam  ev'ry  wick  all  spring. 
Till  ev'ry  one  t'ink  it  was  tam  for  see 

If  de  widder  was  wear  new  ring. 
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But  she  was  wise,  an'  say  *'ba  non, 

Before  you  can  marry  me, 
You'll  have  to  stop  drinkin'  de  w'iskey  blanc, 

An'  drink  not  ing  worse  dan  tea." 

Now  a  man  dats  love  hees  w'iskey  blanc 

De  way  Bateese  Parent  do, 
Will  be  very  likely  to  say,  "J'sais  pas"; 

If  you  try  to  take  away  hees  "coo". 
So  he  say  wit'  heese'f,  "Bateese,  ma  boy, 

Here's  de  tam  you  mus'  use  your  bean, 
Or  its  very  sure  you  will  miss  some  joy, 

For  I'm  'fraid  she  say  w'at  she  mean." 

So  he  geev  a  bow,  an'  place  hees  han' 

On  de  top  of  hees  heart  comme  c^; 
He  say,  "Madam,  if  you  be  ma  famme, 

Your  word  will  be  lak  de  law". 
But  he  say  in  hees  head,  "I'll  drink  no  more 

Till  affer  we  get  mariee, 
An'  w'en  I'll  be  boss  lak  I  was  before, 

Prenze  Garde!  look  out  for  me." 


So  nex'  Sunday  mornin'  de  parish  pries' 

Was  geev  dem  de  two  firs'  call. 
An'  say,  "Madam,  an'  our  frien'  Bateese, 

Will  get  marry  sure  dis  fall." 
On  de  night  of  de  weddin'  de  neighbor  boy 

Are  mak'  w'at  you  call  shiveree, 
But  Bateese  was  expec'  dem,  an'  call  dem  in 

For  a  dance,  an'  mak'  beeg  jamboree. 
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Den  ev'ryt'ing  go  lak  de  weddin'  bell, 

Till  Bateese  want  to  go  on  town; 
Madam,  she  say,  "I  can  go  as  well," 

An'  she's  puttin'  her  two  foot  down. 
She  say,  **yo^  "^^s'  know  if  you  work  your  farm, 

An'  de  one  dat  you  get  wit'  me, 
To  work  ev'ry  day — don't  do  much  harm — 

You  might  ketch  up  wit'  de  work  some  day.'* 

An'  ev'ry  tarn  dey  are  sol'  somet'ing, 

Madam  she  was  know  de  price, 
An'  ev'ry  dollar  dat  she  pay  out 

I'm  sure  she  mus'  kiss  it  twice. 
She  mak'  account  on  de  village  bank 

An'  put  ev'ry  cent  away; 
Dats  better,  she  say,  dan  on  w'iskey  tank. 

An'  come  handy  for  rainy  day. 

But  Bateese  got  a  bid  to  a  raisin'  bee. 

At  hees  frien',  ol'  Louis  Cyr, 
An'  you  know  yourse'f  dat  you  nevair  see 

Good  raisin'  wit'out  some  beer. 
So  before  dat  barn  was  all  set  on  place. 

An'  de  rafters  were  fas' en  tight, 
Bateese  mus'  have  empty  almos'  a  case, 

An'  hees  feelin'  about  jus'  right. 

He  start  heem  off  for  to  go  chenous, 

He  walk  a  la  mode  comme  ca, 
An'  he  nevair  would  talk  jus'  de  way  he  do 

Wit'out  all  dat  w'iskey  blanc. 
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For  he  shout  so  loud  you  can  hear  a  mile, 
"No  woman  she's  boss  of  me, 
I  can  lick  tree  man  on  de  shaintee  style — 
I'm  de  boss  on  de  whole  countree." 

Madam,  she  hear  heem,  an'  her  face  get  black. 

She  say,  "arette  done  garcon, 
Firs'  tam  your  away  you're  comin'  back 

As  dronk  as  a  beeg  cochon. 
I  fix  you  now,  so  you  drink  no  more, 

An'  I  don't  have  to  watch  for  you; 
A  lesson  lak  dis  don't  need  encore 

I  t'ink  de  firs'  call  will  do." 

But  she  help  heem  in,  jus'  de  sam'  she's  scare- 

Dats  mak'  Bateese  surprise — 
For  he  was  'fraid  dat  w'en  he  get  home 

She  might  commence  black  hees  eyes. 
He  say,  "ev'ry  woman  she's  jus'  lak  sheep, 

Beeg  noise  always  mak'  dem  fright", 
So  he  sing  chanson  till  he  go  to  sleep 

An'  he  brag  of  de  man  he  fight. 


Of  course,  on  de  mornin'  hees  feel  in*  shame, 

An'  say  he  don't  drink  no  more. 
But  ev'ry  tam  he  was  meet  some  frien*, 

Get  dronk  lak  he  do  before. 
Till  one  evening  dey  have  a  beeg  excite, 

De  docter  was  come,  "ba  vite" 
An'  Bateese  was  feelin'  so  very  fright 

Hees  heart  was  near  stoppin'  beat. 
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For  dough  Bateese  was  mariee  before 

He  never  have  familee, 
An'  he'll  jomp  on  de  floor  tree  feet  or  four. 

If  he  have  nice  garcon  meb-be. 
So  w'en  de  nurse  was  say,  "dats  allright, 

Dat  boy  he  look  jus'  lak  you," 
Bateese  soon  forget  all  about  hees  fright, 

An'  w'at  do  you  t'ink  he  do? 

He  tak'  all  hees  frien'  dat  he  can  fin' 

Right  down  to  Hotel  Latour, 
An'  treat  dem  dere  till  dere  nearly  blin', 

An'  I'm  sure  dey  can't  say,  Bon  jour! 
He  don't  get  home  till  de  mornin'  light 

Was  show  heemse'f  on  de  sky. 
An'  he  can't  put  hees  horse  on  de  barn,  dats  right, 

No  matter  how  moche  he  try. 

Now,  Madam  expec'  dats  w'at  he  do, 

So  she  fix'  it  up  wit'  de  nurse — 
Nice  leetle  trick,  an'  w'en  I  tol'  you. 

You'll  say  dat  it  might  be  worse, 
Dey  place  on  de  bed,  w'at  you  call  cradell, 

Empty  bottle  of  w'iskey  blanc. 
Den  tak'  small  clothes  an'  dress  heem  swell 

Lak  de  bebe  of  habitant. 

Bateese  come  in,  but  hees  head  go  roun' 

Lak  a  boat  on  de  waves  at  sea. 
An'  he  tol'  de  nurse,  "I  won't  mak'  a  soun' — 

Let  me  look  at  mon  petit  bebe". 
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She  say,  "correc',  if  you  watch  yourse'f — 
Put  de  feet  on  de  floor  comme  ca — 

You  can  tak'  a  look  at  de  small  Joseph, 
You'll  know  he's  your  own  garcon." 

Bateese  lif  hees  feet  'bout  two  foot  high 

An'  try  set  dem  down  so  light — 
He's  'fraid  dat  mebbe  dat  bebe  cry, — 

But  its  not  very  easy  fright. — 
Pull  down  de  cover,  hees  face  all  smile, 

An'  den  look  again,  down  close. 
He  geev  one  yell,  you  could  hear  ten  mile — 

"He  t'ink  he  mus'  see  a  ghos'. 

Go  out  de  door  two  forty  gait, 

Don't  stop  for  hees  coat  or  hat, 
Lak  he  go  some  place  an'  don't  want  be  late, 

Hees  scare — I  can  tol'  you  dat. 
He  nevair  stop  till  he  reach  de  crik 

Dats  pass  trough  hees  neighbor's  farm; 
Wen  he  cross  dem  fence  he  was  ronne  so  quick, 

Lak  de  horse  on  de  fire  alarm. 

Hees  sober  now,  so  he  sit  heem  down 

On  de  bank  of  de  crik,  an'  t'ink, 
He  say,  "Bateese!  you  are  ack  like  clown 

An'  dats  all  on  account  of  drink, 
ri  go  today  to  de  ol'  cure. 

An'  tak'  de  pledge  for  life, 
Don't  care  mase'f  w'at  de  neighbors  say, 

I'm  sure  dat  will  please  ma  wife." 
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So  he  tol'  de  storee  to  de  parish  pries' — 

He  laugh  till  he's  feelin'  sore — 
He  say,  "I'm  sure  ma  dear  Bateese, 

You're  not  goin'  drink  no  more. 
I'll  go  wit'  you  an'  we'll  see  Madam 

An'  tol'  her  of  w'at  you  do, 
You're  de  lucky  boy  to  have  such  a  famme 

An'  she  mus'  be  clever,  too." 

Well !  dats  five  year  now,  an'  Bateese  Parent 

Is  bes'  farmer  on  all  Labell; 
Madam  she  have  geev  heem  two  fine  garcon 

An'  one  petit  fee  as  well. 
He  tell  all  hees  frien',  "if  you  be  wise 

You  mus'  cut  out  de  w'iskey  blanc. 
Den  very  soon  you  can  tak'  firs'  prize 

An'  dress  a  la  mode  comme  ca." 
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NOW  doctor  don't  tol'  me  dat  I  mus'  go  wes' — 
Don't  tol'  me  I've  fought  de  las'  fight, 
For   I   can't  believe  you  dough  you  should  know 
bes' 
An'  mos'  ev'ry  tam  you  are  right. 
Can't  seem  to  believe,  me,  dat  no  more  will  I  hear 

De  ol'  moder  at  home  on  de  farm, 
Lak  she  spik  de  las'  tam,  as  she  smile  t'roo  her  tear 
An'  fol'  me  so  tight  in  her  arm. 

You  say  dere's  no  chance,  for  ma  two  leg  she's  gone 

Dats  queer,  dey  bot'  seem  on  dere  place, 
Mon  Dieu !  is  it  true  dat  no  more  I  will  ronne 

An'  follow  ma  houn'  on  de  chase. 
No  more  tak'  de  team  to  de  woods  on  de  fall, 

An'  stay  on  de  shaintee  till  spring. 
Den  start  wit'  de  drive  w'en  de  firs'  wil'  duck  call 

An'  de  firs'  Rosingol  start  to  sing. 

No  more  wear  de  boot  wit'  de  spike  on  de  sole 

Dat  kep  you  from  slip  on  de  logs, 
You  don't  want  to  fall  in,  for  de  water  she's  col', 

An*  you've  no  tam  for  changin'  your  togs; 
Nor  help  break  de  jam  w'ere  de  white  waters  play, 

An'  your  life  may  depen'  on  your  skill; 
Nor  mak'  de  beeg  spree,  w'en  we  draw  our  back  pay, 

Before  we  start  work  on  de  mill. 
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Don't  say  dat  no  more  I  will  work  wit'  mon  pere, 

Help  clear  up  de  res'  of  de  farm, 
Nor  sit  on  de  col'  winter  night  on  de  chair 

Beside  beeg  box  stove  nice  an'  warm. 
Las'  night  w'en  de  pain  go  away  for  a  w'ile 

I  dream  of  dat  ol'  log  caban, 
An'  I  play  in  de  batn  lak  I  do  w'en  a  chil', 

An'  mak'  all  de  noise  dat  I  can. 

An'  w'at  of  de  girl  who  was  mak'  promise  sure 

She  will  wait  till  I  come  home  again — 
Don't  matter  to  her  if  I'm  rich  or  I'm  poor, 

She  would  marrie  wit'  me  jus'  de  same. 
An'  mus'  all  our  dreams  of  de  familee  an'  home 

Dat  we  expec'  havin'  some  day 
Be  broken,  an'  will  she  be  lef  all  alone 

An'  me  buried  here  far  away? 

I  have  tried  to  be  true  to  the  land  of  ma  birt*, 

An'  I've  fought  jus'  de  bes'  dat  I  could — 
I've  fought  wit'  de  boys  from  de  ends  of  de  eart', 

Jus'  lak  any  Canayen  would, 
By  de  side  of  de  British,  de  Belgium  an'  French, 

An'  de  Yankee  from  over  de  line, 
From  de  guns  on  de  rear,  to  de  very  firs'  trench, 

I  made  good  on  de  job  ev'ry  time. 

An'  if  I  mus'  die,  I  would  radder  die  here 
Wit'  de  res'  of  de  brave  boys  who  fall — 

Jus'  tell  de  ol'  folks,  nevair  shed  any  tear, 
But  jus'  wait  until  dey  too  are  call. 
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Le  Bon  Dieu  Hisse'f  watches,  He  knows  w'at  is  bes  , 

He  will  help  us  to  win  on  dis  war, 
So  I'm  ready  to  go,  an'  I'll  soon  be  at  res' 

Au  revoir,  ma  good  frien',  Au  revoir. 

No  requiem  chant  and  no  funeral  pall, 

No  organ,  no  priest,  and  no  choir, 
As  we  laid  him  away  near  an  old  ruined  wall 

That  sheltered  from  sharpshooters  fire; 
And  like  blood  of  a  sacrifice,  poppies  flame  red, 

As  we  turn  back  again  to  the  fray, 
Content  when  we  know  that  his  soul  is  not  dead, 

But  awaits  its  reward  on  that  day. 
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